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KokokK ce Bai-Xac was bom atToun Maf i6, 1799 Hi< father 
had been a hamster before the Reyotution, but at the time of HonorTa 
birth held a post in the Commiseanat Hie mother era* murh 
jounger than his father, and tumved her eon The norehst was 
the eldest of a family of four, two aistm being bom after him and 
then a younger brother 

At the age of eeren he wa* tent to the Oratonin Grammar Echooi 
at Vendome, where he etayed for eeren yearr, without making any 
reputation for himself tn the ordinaiy school coune 

Leawng Tours towards the end of iSt4,the Batzacs remored to 
Pam, where IlonoR wat sent to pnraie schools and tutors till he 
had 'finished his classes in ittd Then he attended lectures at 
the Sorbonne, and be ng dettsoed by his father for the law, he wens 
through the necessary lectures and examinations, attending the office* 
of an attorney and a notary for three yean 

Then a notary, a ft end of hit father, offered to Honore a place m 
h a office, with a prospect of succeeding him in the bus nest on rerr 
faeourahle terms At against this, however, Balzac protested he 
would be a man of lerters arid nothing else Hit protest was sue 
ressfui, but only in a <iualified way for although he was allowed to 
follow bis own bent, it wai in solitu )e and with meagre supplies that 
he did to Hit family had left Pant at about this time, and he 
remained in a spanely Aimished garret with an old woman to look 
after him For ten year* this penod of probition lasted, although 
he d d not rema n in the garret the whole of this time 

We know in detail, rery 1 nle of him during this penod There 
art a good many of hi* lettrm dunng the first three year* f j*Jp 
to bis elder sister, Laure, who was bts first confidante, and later his 
only authontatiTC biographer Between >taa and zSa9, when he 
first made his mark, there are »ety few of hii letters What cor 
cems us most is, that in these ten yean he wrote yeiy jittmerout 
novels, though only ten of them were ever repnneed in the CerriJia 
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Htmatst, i»d tbne ill onutted him a hit Utir imtifcmenti of 
th« »mp«ndon» tenn. He guced little bj hit wntuijt dunng the« 
Ttin eicept expenence, though he (peikf of rtceimg tumt of lixty, 
eighty, lod one hundred poondi fat tome of them One other 
thing, howerer, he leunt, ithich liued him hii life, but neeer did 
bun the lettt good { thit wu the tote of tpeculitton Amongtt 
other buiineftet b; wbieh he thought to mike money wu that of 
pubGih Dg, and ifterwardt pnntuig and ijpefounding 

It tnt TOth her Clnoii that Balaac made bii 6int dittioet tueceu, 
and m the three yean following itay.beudra doing much joumaliitic 
and other literary work, be pubCihed the following > La Afm/et 
Jh Ckai-fui fiUti the Ptaa Jt Ctdgna, moit of the abort CtaM 
Phlu^hquH, and many other atonea, chiefiy included in the SeWt 
dt la fu PntM/ It caiiBot be laid that be erer mixed much in 
aocie^ , It waa impoaaihle that be ahould do le, coeudering the mt 
amount of work he did and the manner in which he did iC. Hi* 
practice wai to dine Gghtly about fitc or iiz i next to go to bed and 
ileep bll eleten, twelre, or one , and then get op, and with the help 
only of eeormout quaoaei of very eoeng coffee, to work for iB 
dahoiie itretchca «f time into the morning or afternoon of the next 
day, often for emeen boun at n time Tbe £rit draft of bii work 
nerer pmenied it in anything Eke fulneu, aemecimci not ameanting 
to mere than a quarts of ita final bulk, then, upon 'abp* proof with 
bread maig na, be would alnoat rewrite it, making exaiiena, altera 
bona, and, meat of all, addiaona 

There la really eery little biographical detail to be italed On the 
14th March ilyo be waa mimed at VieriachoTnia, in tbe Ukraine, 
to Madame Hanaka, bam Countna Ricruika, for whom be bad 
waited nearly, if not quite fourteen ytara, and returned to Fana at 
the end of May, dying m bit bouie, in tbe Rue Fortunee, on the 
ilth Auguat the tame year 

The pment Tolume at arrpnnt of the tranalation made by 
Mitt Ellen Mamige for the ed taon of tbe CmuJit Hummiu, m 40 
tmifotm Tolumca, edited, widi a general introduction, by Profeaeor 
*aintabur7 Thu edition CMitaina all that it moat aigrufieant of 
Balaat 1 work, and the folloaemg u a Cit, ai arranged by the author, 
of Its compontot norela and aurica a— 
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higher The Law of Nemesi— the Jaw that enij 
extraordinary expansion of aatufecuon of heart or 
brain or will it paid for — paid for inerittbly, mcom- 
mutably, without the posabihty of putting off or trans- 
fenng the payment — it one of the truths about which 
DO human being with a toul a httle aborc the brute has 
the s’lghttst doubt. It may be put religiously as, ‘ Know 
that for all these things God will bnng thee into judg- 
ment*, or philosophically, at m the umc book, *A11 
things are double, one against the other * , or m any other 
fishion or language But it is an eternal and immutable 
eenty, and the soul of man bears witness to it. 

It IS Balzac's way to provide abundant, and not always 
eeonomieilly arranged backgrounds and contrasts for his 
central pictures , and the gaming bouse (the model of how 
many gaming houses since f), the gorgeous tafharnoum of 
the curiosity shop, and (be *ofge' provide these m the 
present case lavishly enough The orgie is undoubtedly 
the weakest. It is only touched with others by the 
pleasant and good burnout skit of Gautier in La yeunt- 
Frauds but the note there struck is, as usual with 
‘Theo,’ the nght one. You cannot * organise * an orgie , 
the thing comes naturaBy or not at all, and in the 
splendours of TaiUefer, as m those of Tnmalchio, there is 
a certain coldness. 

But this u soon forgoifen in the absorbing inKrest of 
the Skin and its master The only adverse comment 
which has ever occurred to me is, that one might perhaps 
have expected a longer period of inirvcionrr, of more or 
less reckless enjoyment vX the pnnleges, to elapse before 
a vivid consoousness of the curse and of the penalty I 
know no answer, unless it be that Balzac took the crgte 
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itself to be, as It were, tbe wild oats of Raphael’s penod— 
m which case he bad not much to show for it. But 
when the actual consciousness wakes, when the Skin has 
been measured on the napkin, and its shnnking noted, 
nothing IS questionable any longer. The frenzied anxiety 
of the victim is not overdone , the way in which his very 
frenzy leads him to make greater and ever greater drafts 
on his capital of power without any corresponding satis- 
faction IS masterly And the close is more masterly stilL 
To some tastes the actual conclusion may be a thought too 
allegoncal, but in your allegory was your 

only wear , and Gautier, in the pleasant book a^ve cited, 
was thoroughly in the fashion when he audaciously put & 
hidden literary meaning on tbe merry tale of * CeUe-a et 
celle>la ' Here, too, if anywhere, the opposition of 
Pauline and Feedora in this way is justified It softeni 
off the too high«$trung tragedy of the catastrophe at the 
same time that it points the moral, and it rounds as much 
as It adorns the tale 

It has been observed, tn no carping or hypercritical 
spirit, that passages of the book are somewhat high-flown 
in style. The fact is that Balzac bad rather a tendency 
to this style, and only outgrew it, if he ever did outgrow 
it, by dint of its greater and greater unfitness for his 
chosen subjects. Here, if anywhere, it was excusable, just 
as here, if anywhere, the gigantic element in fait genius 
found scope and play. There bad been some ^inventories* m 
literature before, and there have been many more since the 
description of the cunosity shop , but none, if wc except 
the brief Shakespearian perfection of that m Clarence’s 
dream, and none at all in a heaped and minute style, can 
approach this. Tbe thing ts nightmarish— you ut the 
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nuigoti and the armour, the pictures and the statues, and 
amongst them all the smister ‘piece of shagreen,*' with 
the ineffaceable letters stamped on It. 

And so over all the book there it the note of the 
vejant, of the seer who sees and who makes others see. 
TTiis note is seldom an idyllic or merely pleasant one ; 
the writer who has it must have, even in such a book as 
the Mtdntn it Carnfagrn^ a bbick thread in his twist, a 
sombre background to h« happy valley. Here the subject 
not only excuses, but demands a constant sombreness, 
a tone of thunder in the air, of eclipse and earthquake. 
And the tone is given. A very miserable person would 
he be who endeavoured to pick out burlesque points in 
the /*««« it Chagrin, the most apocalyptic of the novels of 
the nineteenth century, and yet one of the most soberly 
true m general iheme and theory When one thinks of 
(he tireless efforts which have been made, especially of 
late years, to ‘pejorate’ pessimism anJ blacken gloom, 
and of the too general conclusion of yawn or laugh 
to which they bring us, it it doubly curious to com% 
back to this sermon by a very unpnesily preacher on th^ 
simple text, ‘Whom the gods curse, to him they grant 
the desires of his heart.’ 


La Peau it Chagrin appeared first in August 183*, 
published in two volumes, by Gossclm and Canel, with 
a Preface and a * Mtrahtt^ which the author afterwards 
cut out Of Its four chapters or divisions the first 
' I be»iui«l ‘Tb* Fleet tf Sb>{mn* etS ‘The WHS A»l 1 

Stun' t«r the bUe,bet Belue’p ewa temukt tcciSed iBc. ‘The Uuft 
Skm' it verj week, ml ‘The Ska etShetnea’ bi.icece 
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onginally bore the title of the whole book, and the 
last that of ‘ Conclusion,* not * Epilogue," which was 
afterwards affixed to it. One or two fragments, not 
incorporated in the finished book, exist, having been 
previously published Balzac reviewed it himself, more 
than once, in the Caritaturt and elsewhere, both at its 
first appearance and afterwards, when it reappeared in 
the same year with other stones and a new Preface by 
Philarete Chasles as Remam tt Centts Phthsephtques 
This was republished more than once till, in 1B35, it 
took rank anew in the MtuJtt Phihsephiqtitt^ while ten 
years later, under the same sub-title, it was finally classed 
in the first complete arrangement of the Ctmtdtt Humetnt 

G.S. 
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THE TALISMAN 

Towards the end of the month of October 1829 a 
young man entered the Palals-Royal just as the gaming- 
houses opened, agreeably to the law which protects a 
passion by its very nature easly excisable. He mounted 
the staircase of one of the gambling hells distinguished 
by the number 36, without too much dehberation. 

‘ Your hat, sir; if you please ? * a thin, querulous voice 
called out. A little old raan, crouching m the darkness 
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beWnJ » nJling, ludJcnly rose and eabtbited hi* fcitwa, 

carved after a mean design. cf 

As you enter a gaming-house the law dwpotU . 
your hat at the outset. Is it by way of a 
Jivtnc reveUtion? Or by eaact.nc r 

other, is not an infernal compact implied f I* tt c®" . ' 
compel you to preserve a respectful 
those who are about to gain money of you f Ur » 
the detective, who squats in our social sewers, ^ 
name of your hatter, or your own, if you happen to C* 
written it on the lining inside! Or, after all, J* ** 
measurement of your skull required for the compiUti 
of sutistics as to the 'cerebral capacity of 
Tbe executive is absolutely silent on this point. ^ 
sure of this, that though you hare scarcely oten a^ 
towards the tables, pur hat no more beloap to pu 
than you belong to yourself. Play possesses you, yo“ 
fortune, your ap, your cane, your cloak. 

As you go out, it will be made clear to you, by » 
savage Irony, that Pby has pt spared you som^'*'?> 
since your proprty is returned. For all that, if y^ 
bring a new hat with you, you will have to py fw 
knowledge that a spedal rostume is needed for a gambler. 

The evident astonishment with which the young m*® 
took a numbered tally in exchange for his hat,whi3i 
fortunately somewhat rubbed at the brim, showed i 

enough that his mind was yet untainted j and the litri® 
old man, who had svallowed from his puth up in th*, 
furious pleasures of a garoblei’s Ufe,ca» a dull, indifferent, 
glance over him, in which a philosopher might have seen 
wretchedness lying in the hospital, the vagrant lives of 
ruined folk, inquests tm numberless suiddes, life-long 
pnal servitude and transportations to Guazacoalco. ■ 
Ws pallid, lengthy visage appeared like a hagga™ 
embodiment of the passion reduc^ to its simplest term*. 
There were traces of past anguish in its wrinkles. He 
tupprted life on the glutinous soups at Darcct'*, 
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careless husband and the lover swooning under his ladv^s 
window Only with morning comes the real thr^^of 
the passion and the craving in its stark horror Then 
you can admire the real gauiHcr, who has neither eaten, 
dept, thought, nor lived, he has so smarted under the 
scourge of his martingale, so sufTered on the rack of his 
desire for a coup of lrtnte-*t ^uarante At that accursed 
hour you encounter eyes whose calmness ternfies )oii» 
faces that fascinate, glances that seem as if they^d 
power to turn the cards over and consume them The 
grandest hours of a gambling saloon are not the opening 
ones. If Spam has buU-fights, and Rome once had her 
gladiators, Pans waxes proud of her Palais-Royal, where 
the inevitable retthun cause blood to flow in streams, and 
the public can have the pleasure of watching without fear 
of their feet slipping in It 

Tace a quiet peep at the arena How bare it looks I 
The paper on the walls is greasy to the height of your 
had, there is nothing to bnng one reviving thought* 
There is not so much as a nail for the convenience ot 
suiades The floor is worn and dirty An oblong 
table stands m the middle of the room, the tablecloth it 
worn by the friction of gold, but the straw bottomed 
chain awut jt indicate an odd indiiTerence to luxury m i 
the men who will lose their lives here m the quest or the 


fortune that is to put luxury within their reach 

This conctadicrion in humanity is seen wherever tie 
soul reacts powerfully upon itself The gallant would 
clothe his mistress in silks, would deck her out m soft 
Eastern fabnes, though he and she must lie on a truckle- 
b*d The ambitious dreamer sees him»elf at the summit 
of power, while he slavishly prosuates himself in tie 
mire. The tradesman sugnates m his damp, unhealthy 
shop, while he builds a great mansion for h s son 
inhent prematurely, only to be ejected from it by law 
proceedings at his own broker's instance 

After il, IS there a less pleasing thing in the world 



The Talisman 


5 

than a house of pleasure ? Singular question I Man is 
always at strife with himself Hu present woes give the 
he to his hopes, yet he looks to a future which is not 
his, to indemnifj^ him for these present sufFcnngs , setting 
upon all bis actions the seal of inconsequence and of the 
weakness of his nature We have nothing here below in 
full measure but misfortune 

The c were several ramblers in the room already when 
the young man entered Three bald headed seniors were 
lounging round the green table Imperturbable as diplo- 
matists, those piaster-cast faces of theirs betokened blunted 
sensibilities, and hearts which had long forgotten how to 
throb, even when a woman's dowry was the stake A 
young Italian, olive hued and dark haired, sat at one end, 
wnth his elbows on the table, seeming to Lsten to the pre- 
sentiments of luck that dictate a gambler's ‘Yes’ or ‘ No * 
The glow of fire and gold svas on that southern face 
Some seven or eight onlookers stood, by way of an audience, 
awaiting a drama composed of the strokes of clianc^ 
the iaces of the actors, the arculation of coin, and the 
motion of the croupier’s rake, much as a silent, motionless 
crowd watches the headsman in the Place de Greve 
[ A tall, thin man, in a threadbare cent, held a card in one 
hand, and a pin in the other, to mark the numbers of Red 
or Black. He seemed a modem Tantalus, with all the 
pleasures of his epoch at his lips, a hoardless miser 
drawing in imaginary gains, a sane species of lunatic 
who consoles himself m his misery by chimerical dreams, 
a man who touches pen! and vice as a young pnest 
{ handles the unconsecrated wafer in the white mass. 

( One or two experts at the game, shrewd speculators, 
had placed themselves opposite the bank, like old convicts 
who have lost all fear of the hulks , they meant to try 
two or three coups, and then to depart at once with the 
i expected gains, on which they lived Two elderly 
waiters dawdled about with their arms folded, looking 
f from time to time into the gard»n from the windows. 
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»s if to show thevt insignificant feces u « sign to 
passers-by 

The croupier and hanker threw a ghastly and withering 
glance at the punters, and cned, in a sharp voice, * Make 
your game!' as the young nian came m The silence 
seemed to grow deeper as all heads turned curiously 
towards the new arrival Who would have thought it f 
TTie jaded elders, the tbsstlised waiters, the onlookers, 
the fenawcaJ Itahan hi/nse)^ felt an indefinable dread 
at sight of the stranger Is he not wretched indeed 
who can excite pity here i Must he not be very helpless 
to receive sympatiiy, ghastly m appearance to raise a 
shudder vn these places, where pam utters no cry, where 
wretchedness looks gay, and despair is decorous I Such 
thoughts as these prMuced a new emotion in these torpid 
heans as the young man entered Were not executioners 
known to shed tears over the fe r haired, girlish beads 
that had to fall at the bidding of the Revolution { 

The gamblers saw at a glance a dreadful mystery in 
the nonce’s ftce. His young features were stamped with 
a melancholy grace, his looks told of unsuccess and m^y 
blighted hopes. The dull apathy of the suicide had made 
his forehead so deadly pale, a bitter smile carved feint 
lines about the corners of his mouth, and there was an 
abandonment about him that was painful to see Some 
sort of demon sparkled in the depths of his eyes, which 
drooped, weaned perhaps with pleasure. Could it have 
been dissipation that had set its foul mark on the proud 
face, once pure and bnghi, and now brought low I Any 
doctor seeing the scUow circles about his e)elids, and the 
colour in hts cheeks, would have set them down to some 
affection of the heart ttr lungs, while pocti would have 
attributed them to the havoc brought by the search for 
knwlcdge and to night vigils by the student’s lamp 
But a complaint more fetal than any disease, a disease 
more merolea than genius or study, had drawn this 
young fecc, and bad wrung a heart which dissipation, 
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study* and sickness had scarceJy disturbed When a 
notorious enmmai is taken to the convicts' prison, the 
prisoners welcome him rcspcafully, and these evil spirits 
in human shape, cxpenenced in torments, bowed before 
an unheard'of anguish By the depth of the wound 
which met their eyes, they recognised a pnnee among 

them, by the maj^styof his unspoken irony, by the refined 
wretcbwness of his ^rb The frock coat that he wore 
was well cut, but his cravat was on terms so intimate 
with his waistcoat that no one could suspect him of 
undcrlincn His hands, shapely as a woman's, were not 
perfectly clean , for two days past indeed he had ceased 
to wear gloves If the very croupier and the waiters 
shuddered, it was because some traces of the spell of 
innocence yet hung about bis meagre, delicately shaped 
form, and his scanty fair hair in its natural curls 

He looked only about twenty five years of age, and 
any trace of vice m his fece seemea to be there by 
accident A young constitution still resisted the tnroaas 
of lubricity Darkness and light, annihilation and exist- 
ence, seemed to struggle m him, with effects of mingled 
beauty and terror There he stood like some emng 
angel that has lost his radiance j and these cmentus*pro- 
fessors of vice and shame were ready to bid the novice 
depart, even as some toothless crone might be seized with 
pity for a beautiful girl who offers herself up to infamy 

The young man went straight up to the table, and, as 
he stood there, /lung down a piece of gold which he held in 
his hand, without deliberation It rolled on to the Black , 

then, as strong natures can, he looked calmh, if anxiously, 
at the croupier, as if he held useless subterfuges m scorn 

The interest this coup awakened was so great that the 
old gamesters laid notlung upon it , only the Italian, 
inspired by a gambler's enthusiasm, smiled suddenly at 
some thought, and punted bis heap of com against the 
stranger s stake. 

The banker forgot to pronounce the phrases that use 
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Everybody looked at the lucky player, whose hands 
shook as he counted his bank notes 
*A voice seemed to whisper to me,* he said ‘The 
luck IS sure to go against that young man’s despair ’ 

‘ He IS a new hand,* said the banker, ‘ or he would 
have divided his money into three parts to give himself 
more chance ’ 

The young man went out without asking for his hat , 
but the old watch dog, who had noted its shabby con- 
dition, returned it to him without a word The 
gambler mechanically gave up the tally, and went down 
stairs whistling Di tanU Palptu so feebly, that he him- 
self scarcely heard the delicious notes 

He found himself immediately under thearcades of the 
Palais-Royal, reached the Rue Saint Honore, took the 
direction of the Tuilenes, and crossed the gardens with 
an undecided step He walked as if he were m some 
desert, elbowed by men whom he did not see, hearing 
through all the voices of the crowd one voice alone— the 
voice of Death He was lost in the thoughts thi* 
benumbed him at last, like the criminals who used to be 
taken in carts from the Palais de Justice to the Place de 
Greve, where the scalToId awaited them reddened with 
all the blood spilt there since 1793 

There is something great and terrible about suicide 
Most p“ople s downhills arc not dangerous , they arc like 
children who have not for to fal^ *tid cannot injure 
themselves , but when a great nature is dashed down, he 
is bound to fall from a height He must have been 
raised almost to the skies, he has caught glimpses of 
some heaven beyond his reach Vehement mast the 
storms be which coinp*I a soul to seek for peace from the 
trigger of a pistoL 

How much young power starves and pines away in a 
garret for want of a friend, for lack of a woman s con- 
sohtion, m the midst of m^ons of fellow creatures, in 
the presence of a listless crowd that is burdened by its 
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wealth f When one remembers all this, suicide looms 
large Between a self sought death and the abundant 
fco’pcs whcKc voices call a young man to Pans, God 
only knows what may intervene j what contending ideas 
have stnien within the soul, what poems have been 
set aside , what moans and what despair have been re- 
pressed , what abortive masterpieces and vain endeavours ! 
Every suicide is an awful poem of sorrow Where will 

? 'DU find a work of genius floating above the seas of 
iterature that can compare with this paragraph — 

‘ Yesterdat, at four o’clock, a joung woman threw her- 
self into the Seine from the Pont dcs Arts ‘ 

Dramas and romances pale before this concise Parisian 
phrase , so must even that old frontispiece, JTi/ Lamtnia- 
tmt tf tht gltrmt hn^ if Katrnman^fut iJi pnsin by Air 
thldun^ the sole remaining fragment of a lost w'orc that 
drew tears from Sterne at the bare perusal— the tame 
Sterne who deserted his own wife and family 
The stran'^'er was beset with such thoughts as thesb 
which passed in fragments through his mino, like tattered 
flags fluttenng above the combat. If he set aside for a 
moment the burdens of consciousness and of memory, to 
watch the flower heads gently swayed by the breeze 
among the green thickets, a revulsion came over him, life 
struggled against the oppressive thought of suicide, and 
his eyes rose to the sky grey clouds, melancholy gusts of 
the wind, the stormy atmosphere, all decreed that he 
should die 

He bent his way toward the Pont Royal, musing over 
the last fancies of others who had gone before him He 
smiled to himself as he remembered that Lord Castlereagh 
had satisfied the humblest of our needs before he cut his 
throat, and that the academician Auger had sought for 
his snuff-box as he went to his death He analysed these 
extravagances, and even examined himself, for as he 
stood aside agains* the panpet to allow a porter to pass, 
h« coat had been whitened somewhat by the contact, and 
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he earr/bJJr bruiked the dujt from hn jOtfrre, to hh own 
lurpnv; He roidied the middle of the arch, and looted 
forcboJinply at the u-ater 

‘Wretched V. father for drowning ) ourself* said a 
ngee J old w Oman, who gnnned at htm , ‘ isn’t the Seme 
told and dirt) 

Hit answer was a ready smile, which showed the 
frenzied nature of his courage, then he shiicrcd all at 
once as he saw at a distance, by the door of the 1 uilcnn, 
a shed w iih an mscnpti in above it in letters twelve inches 
high T>j£ Royal Humanz Sdcjity’s apfa&atvs 

A vision ofM Dacheux rose before htm, equipped by 
his philanthropy, call ng out and ictiing in motion the 
too tfficacouj oars which break the heads of drowning 
tnen, if unluckt'y they should nse to the surface , he saw 
a curious crowd collecunc, running for a doctor, prepar- 
ing fumigattons t he read the maundering paragraph in 
the papers, put between notes on a festivity and on the 
.Smiles of a ballet-dancer) he beard the franca counted 
down bj the prefect of police to the ivaiennen As a 
Corpse, he was worth fifteen francs , but now while he 
Ined he was only a man of talent without patrons, 
without fncnJsj wufiout a mattress to he on, or any one 
to speak a word for him — a perfect soaal cipher, use- 
less to a State which gave itself no trouble about 
him 

A death in broad daylight seemed degrading to him , he 
made up his mmd to die at night so as to bequeath an 
unrecognisable corpse to a world w hich had disregarded 
the greatness of his life. He began his wanderings again, 
turning towards the Qiiai Voloire, imitating the lagging 
gait of an idler seeking to till time As he came down 
the steps at the end of the bridge, his notice was attracted 
by the second hand books dis^yed on the parapet, and 
he was on the point of bai^tning for some. He smiled, 
thrust his bands philosophically into his pockets, and fell 
to strolling on again with a proud disdain in his manner, 
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he heard to his surprise some Com rattling fantasti- 
cally m his pocket 

A imtlc of hope lit his face, and slid from b s lips over 
his features, over his brow, and brought a joyful light to 
his eyes and his dark cheeks. It was a spark of happiness 
like one of the red dots that flit over the remains of a 
burnt scrap of paper, but as it iisunth the black ashes, so it 
was with his face, u became dull again when the stranger 
quickly drew out his hand and perceived three pennies. 
‘Ah, Kind gentleman* earttay tanid for the love of 
St Catherine * only a half^nnj to buy some bread > * 

A little chimney sweeper, with puffed cheeks, alt black 
with soot, and clad in tatters, held out his hand to beg for 
the man’s last pence 

Two paces from the little Savoyard stood an old pdjvrt 
htntevdy sickly and feeble, in wretched ^rments of ragged 
druggeting, who asked in a thick, mu&ed voice— 
‘Anything you like to give, monsieur , I will pray to 
God for you . . 

But the young man turned his eyes on him, and the old 
beggar stopped without another word, discerning in that 
mournful face an abandonment of wretchedness more 
bitter than his own 

* La tenta ! latarttol* 

The stranger threw the coins to the old man and the 
child, left the footway, and turned towards the houses , 
the harrowing sight of the Seme fretted him beyond 
endurance 


‘May God lengdien your days** cned the two beggars. 

As he reached the shop window of a pnnt seller, this 
man on the brink of death met a young woman alighting 
from a showy carnage. He locked m delight at her 
pretun^ at the pale face appropnately framed by the 
saim of her fashionable bonnet Her slender form and 
era<»ful movements entsantirf him Her skirt had been 
Rightly rased as she Stepped to the pavement, disclosing a 
daintily fittmg white stocking over the delicate ouUines 
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btnoh The young Uiy went into 'I-' ^°P. "'j 

albums and sets of lithographs , giving counter 

for them, which glittered and ta"i; epn the counter^ 
The young man, seemingly occupied with t P 
the indoS, fiaed upon « md^rfnt 

as man can give, to receive in ^nasser-by. For 

glance, such as lights by . of woman I^but his 

km It was a leave-taking ^ neither under- 

final and strenuous J 6 J „„man there , her 

ttood nor felt by the j VVbat was it 

colour did nut nse, her eyo j", yc another sigh 

”t7;olJr'-L\u,chly turned 
only left it whw ?he return p J^xuty and refine- 
hotles started off, the «">' "”°V,V“l,f7ofhts would 
ment went '“^f’sidly he followed the line of 

soon do also ,P , IL,„,_,o„^iPe speeimens on view 
the shops, listlessly o reviewed the Louvre, 

When the shops Dame, of the Palais, the 

the Institute, thetowmofNmm^ ^^ „ 

Pont des Arts , aU th^P"™<= ,ly 

have taken thetr ^ 3 foreWmg look to Pans, 

Fitful gleams fe, mysterious fits of ugll- 

hke a pretty world seemed to be m a plot 

ness or beauty to die in a painful trance A prey 

to steep th" t.hich acts relaxingly upon us by 

to the ““''‘'Cto'^ diroueh our nerves, his svbole frame 
tbe fluid or,"';”"® epentnee a dissolving process He 
seemed th^ throes passing through him m 

felt the “S"'!\°o,Sand the crowd seemed to surge to 
waves, and the h s escape the 

and fro in a mist b ^ tcvolsions of his 

aginmon "'ought ^iward the shop of a dealer in 



to spcna *e interval till m torgaining ow 

cunosiues. 

He sought, one might say, to regain courage and to 
find a stimulant, like a aiminal who doubts his power to 
reach the scaffold The consaousness of approaching 
death gave him, for the time being, the intrepidity of a 
duijiess with a couple of lovers, so that he cnterw the 
place with an abstracted look, while h»s 1 p$ displayed a set 
smile like a drunkards. Had not life, or rather had not 
death, intoxicated him ? Dizxiness soon overcame htm 
a'^in. Things appeared to him in strange colours, or as 
making slight movements, his irregular pulrf was no 
doubt the cau«e , the blood that sometimes rushed like a 
burning torrent through hts vans, and sometimes Uy 
torpid and stagnant as tepid water He merely asked 
leave to see if the shop contained any cunosicies which 
he tetiJired. 

A plump-faced young shopman with red hair, in an 
otter lain cap, left an old rasant woman in charge of the 
thop—a sort of feminine ^iban, employed m c eanit^ a 
s*ove made marvellous by Bernard Palissy*t uo k. 'I'his 
youth remarked arelessly— 

‘Look round, mmitmrf We have nothing very 
rcmar<ahle here dowmtairs , but if 1 may trouble you 
to go up to the first floor, lw\U show you some very tine 
mummies from Cano, some inlaid pottery, and some 
carved ebonj—gmatne Rtnaiisantf work, just come in, 
and of perfect beauty ' 

In the stranger’s fearf il position this cicerone's prattle 
and shopman s empty talk seemed like the petty 
by which narrow mnds destroy a man of 
he must even go through with it, be 
his guide, answenng him by gestures or 
but imperceptibly he arrogat^ the pnnl 
nothing, and gave hims^ up without V 
closing meditauons, which were 
poet s temperament, his tmnd 
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Vast field } and he must see perforce the dry bones of 
twenty future worWs. 

At a first glance the place presented a confused picture 
in which every achievement^ human and divine, was 
tningtcd. Crocodiles, monkeys, and serpents stuffed with 
straw gnnned at glass from church windows, seemed to 
wish to bile sculptured heads, to chase lacquered worl^ 
or to scramble up chandeliers. A Sevres vase, bcanng 
Napoleon’s portrait by Mmc. Jacotot, stood beside a 
sphinx dedicated to Scsostris. The beginnings of the 
world and the events of yesterday were mingled with 
grotesque cheerfulness. A kitchen jack leaned against a 
pyx, a republican sabre on a mediaeval hackbut. Mme. 
du Barry, with a star above her head, naked, and sut" 
rounded by a cloud, seemed to look longingly out of 
Latour’s pastel at an Indian chibook, while she tned fo 
guess the purpose of the spiral curves that wound towards 
ner. Instruments of death, poniards, cunous pistols, and 
disguised weapons had been flung down pell mell among 
the paraphernalia of daily life, porcelain tureens, Dresden 
plates, translucent cups from China, old sak*cellars,. 
comfit'texes belonging to feudal times A caned ivory 
ship sped full sail on tlie back of a motion)ess tortoise. 

'Hie Emperor Augustus remained unmoved and im- 
perial with an air-pump thrust into one eye. Portraits of 
French shenfFs and Dutch burgomasters, phlegmatic now 
as when in life, looked down pallid and unconcerned on 
the chaos of past ages below them 

Eiery land of earth seemed to have contributed some 
atray fragment of Us learning, some example of us art. 
Nothing seemed lacking to this philosophical kltchen- 
midden from a redskin’s caJume^agrecnand golden slipper 
from the seragbo, a Moonsb yataglian, a Tartar idol, 
to the soldier’s tobacco pouch, to the priest’s abonum, 
and the plumes that once adorned a throne This extra- 
ordinary combination was rendered yet more bizarre by 
the acadents of lighting, by a multitude of confused 
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reflection* of vanous hues»bjr the sharp contrast of Wachf 
and white Broken cne seemed to reach the ear, 
unhnuhed drarnas seized upon the imagination, smothered 
lights aught the eye A thin coaung of inevitable dust - 
•covered all the multitudinous corners and convolution* 

Sreqit eS 

F.m of the sttmgct comrotcJ the thrtc nlltnn 
which cilmtioo. colt^ dmmiics miilcriiicccs io- 
minions, ciroiisols, tu,,™, „d midrca hid filled to 
repletion, to 1 mimr vnih ninotont (icets, ach dcpict- 
h.v "oT” V ''“r ■>' would fim 

tin W '!t‘“ . I>« by Jint of utmg his eyes, 

Su^dLh T’-^i » f“er begin to p*ess tttol 
wmeirof E r»n of hunpr tS 

S thi J ™>«»ee, indi.iduil ot mtionil, to 
renSiVhl o^ >'7 hu-nbing his 

foim^ * h', 7Ti7'’’t*'“''“ '""'"f »" fhop w« 

Patmos. ^ Sc John m 

renoos, itose from h'er™'S^„ ^ffo’ "®f 

ir™ni'’S p^hs-ssSrs 

and he beheld KT*^ “"ght build themselves a tomb , 

sutue spoke to him and jovous, a i^ble 

pleasure lovin» m,!? twisted column of the 

would not hw^Sfed Sirs 
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wrojght m the fine claj of an Etruscan rase ? 

Latm queen caressed her chimera- . . 

Tht wh,m. of Impoml 

bath was disclosed, the toilette of a £ .l"!},- mi^ht of 
.ng,«u,„g -m-os of 

Arabc spells, the head -croHs of Titus 

a free Rome, and unrolled bef^ S/natut Pfpuksqot 

Remanus , consuls, lictors, Jp** „ people, passed in 

the fight, ns m the Forum, the »ng^ 

review before him like the F j ,n his vision A 

Then Chnstum Rome prcdominsKiijnn 

Pinter hid laid among the angels 

Maty svnppcd in » f°“'C sun, receiving the prayers 
shining more bnghtly than Regenerate smiles 

of sufferers on whom this "‘/‘Sade of vanoua 
pityingly At the hXey lied to the hot 

lavas from Vcsuvi” »nd Borgif s ormB, 

tawny south of Italy Pf^j^'^sought for Italian love 
he riled among the gc5 and dark, almond- 

intneues grew ardent over 1“' “„,d„, 5 bt adventures 

i4S..'s-SSri»": 

S'Slf?Ehf of bW up- „P .he do. wt;;; 
S.IL and gold Close hy. » JJ?'’ P„„, a fatot srent of 

Sarw-^" -fii 

Chinese monster, with „ weary of the 

the invention of ^ ^ Pj indescnbablc pleasure m 
-vspsfinmnv of beauty, A salt cellar from Bcn- 

an infinite vanety of «S|j” earned him back to the 

venuto Cellinis to the ume when there was no 

Renaissance *« *** ^'& when torture was the sport of 
restraint on art 
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sovereigns, and from thcjr councits, churchmen with 
courtesans’ arms about them issued decrees of chastity 
for simple priests. 

On a cameo he saw the conquests of Alexander, the 
massacres of Pizarro m a matchWlc, and religious wars 
disordcrly,fanatical,and cruel, in the shadows of a helmet. 
Joyous pictures of chivalry were called up hy a suit of 
Milanese armour, brightly polished and nchly wrought j 
a paladin’s eyes seemed to sparkle yet under the visor 
This sea of inventions, foshions, furnituic, works of 
art and fiascos, made for him a poem without end Shapes 
and colours and projects all lived again for him, but his 
mind received no clear and perfect conception. It was the 
poet’s task to complete the sketches of the great master, 
who had scornfully mingled on his palette the hues of the 
numberless viassicudei of human life When the world 
at Urge u last released him, when be had pondered over 
many lands, many epochs, and various empires, the young 
man came hack to the bfe of the individual He imper* 
sonated fresh characters, and tiuned hit mind to details, 
tejectmg the life of nations as a burden too overwhelming 
for a s ngle soul 

Yonder w-s a sleeping child modelled m wax, a reLc . 
of Rujsch's collection, an enchanting creation which 
brought back the happiness of his own childhood The 
cotton garment of a Tahitian maid next fascinated 
him, he beheld the pnmitive bfe of nature, the real 
modesty of naked chastiw, the joys of an idlenea natural 
to mankind, a peaceful fete by a slow nver of sweet 
water under a pliitam tree that bears its pleasant manna 
without the toil of man Then all at once he became 
a cottair, investing himself wiih the tetnhle poetry that 
Lara has given to the part the thought came at the 
sight of the motherHif pearl tmts of a myriad sea-shells, 
and grew as he »w ma^epores redolent of the sea-weeds 
and the s orms of the Atlantic. 

The lea was forgotten again at a distant view of 
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exquisite minutures , lie admired a precious missal in 
manuscript, adorned with arabesques ui gold and blue. 
T houghts of peaceful life swayed him , he devoted himself 
afresh to study and research, longing for tnc easy life of 
the monk, devoid alike of cares and pleasures, and from 
the depths of his cell he looked out upon the meadows, 
woods, and vineyards of bis 05nyenf Pausing before 
some work of Teniers, he took for his own the helmet of 
the soldier or the poverty of the artisan , he wished to 
wear a smoke-begrimed cap with these Flemings, to 
drink their beer and join their game at cards, and smiled 
upon the comely plumpness of a peasant woman He 
shivered at a snowstorm by Miens , he seemed to take 
part m Salvator Rosa’s battle-piece, he ran his fingers 
over a tomahawk from Illinois, and felt bis own hair rise 
as he touched a Cherokee scalping knife He marvelled 
over the rebec that he set in the hands of some lady of 
the bnd, dran< m the musical notes of her ballad, and tn 
the twilight by the gothic arch above the hearth he told 
his love in a gloom so deep that he could not read his 
answer m her eyes. 

He caught at ail delights, at all sorrows , grasped at 
existence m every form , and endowed the phantoms con- 
jured up from that inert and plastic ma’enal «o liberally 
with bis own life and feelings, that the sound of his own 
footsteps reached him as if from another world, or as the 
hum of Pans reaches the towers of Notre Dame 

He ascended the inner staircase which led to the first 
floor, with Its votive shields, panoplies, carved shrines, and 
figures on the wall at every step Haunted by the 
strangest shapes, by marvellous creations belonging to the 
borderland betwixt life and death, he walked as if under 
the ^cll of a dream His own existence became a 
matter of doubt to him , he was neither wholly alive nor 
dead, like the curious objects about him. The 1/ght 
began to Aide as be reached the show rooms, but the 
trraures of gold and silver heaped up there scarcely 
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seemed to need illucunitKin from without. The most 
extravagant whims of prodiwak, who have run through 
millions to pensh in garrets, had left their traces here in 
thu s-ast bazaar of human fol les. Here, beside a w nting 
deslCjCiadeatthe cost of i09,oao francs, and sold fora hun- 
dred pence, lay a lock with a secret worth a king’s ransom. 
The human race was reseated in all the grandeur of its 
wretchedness, in all the splendour of its infinite little- 
ness. An ebony table that an artist might svorship, 
carved after Jean Goujon’s d*<igns, in years of toil, had 
been purchased perhaps at the pnee of firewood. Prenous 
caskets, and things that feiry hands might have Ashiored, 
lay there in heaps like nibb sh 
* You must have the worth of mPhons here ! * cned the 
young man as he entered the last of an immense suite of 
rooms, all decorated and gilt by eighteenth century 
artuts. 

‘Thousandt of millions, you might say,’ said the fiond 
shopman , ‘ but you have teen nothing as yet. Go up to 
the th.rd floor, and you shall see*’ 

The iiran|er foLowed his guide to a fourth gallery, 
where one by one there passed before h« weaned ejes 
V Poussin, a magnificent statue by 

Rhchad^ge’o,enchanting!Mdscapcs brC!audeZ.ona>ne, 
« » Steme), Rembrandts, 

MunUos, and pictures by Velasquez, as dark and full of 
»Iour as a poem of Byron’s , then cuiie classic biweliefs, 
hnely-cut agates, wonde ful cameos ! Works of an upon 
works of art, till the crafisman’s sxill polled on the mnd, 
masterpictt after masterp ecc till an itself became hateful 
« mt and enthiHiasm died. He came upon a Madonna 
^ Raphael, but he was ured of Raphael , a figure by 
^rregmo never receiied the glance it demanded of him, 
A pncelets vase of antique porphyry carved round about 
win piciurn of the most grotesquely wanton of Roman 
sr^'f”* some Connna, scarcely drear a 
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The rums of fifteen hundred vanished years oppressed 
htm , he sickened under all this human thought , felt bored 
by all this luxury and art He struggled m vam against 
the constantly renewed ^ntastic shapes that sprang up 
from under his feet, hte children of some sportive demon 

Are not fearful poisons set up in the soul bj a swift 
Concentration of all her energies, her cnjoymenK, or ideas , 
as modem chemistiy, m its caprice^ repeats the action of 
creation by some gas or other? Do not many men 
pensh under the shock of the sudden expansion of some 
moral acid within them ? 

* What IS there jn that bocc?* he inquired, as he reached 
a large closet — final tnumph of human skill, originality, 
wealth, and splendour, tn which there hung 2 large, square 
mahopny coffer, suspended from a nail by a silver chain 

*Ad, mmurur keeps the kev of it,' said the stout 
assistant mystenously * If you wish to see the portrait, I 
will gladly venture to tell him ’ 

‘Vwtnture I ’ said the young man , ‘then » your master 
a pnnee ? ’ 

* I don* £ know what he the other answered Eq^Iy 
astonished, each looked for a moment at the other Then 
construing the strangcr’ssilenccas an order, the apprentice 
left him alone in the closet. 

Have you never launched into the immensity of time 
and space as you read the geological writings of Cmierf 
Carried by his fancy, have you Imn? as if suspended by 
3 magician's n and over the illimicibre ab) ss of the past i 
When the fossil bones of anim^ belonging to cm- 
Iirations before the Flood arc turned up in bed after 
bed and layer upon layer of the quarries of Montmartre or 
amonc: the schists of the Ural rangc^ the soul receives 
with dismay a glimpse of mtUions of peoples forgotten by 
feeble human memory and unrecognised by permanent 
divine tradition, peoples wbese ashes cover our globe 
with two feet of earth that )ncld$ bread to us and Sowers. 

Is rot Cuvier the great poet of our era ? Uyron bai 
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given adminWe expression to certain moral confiicts, but 
our immortal naturaltst has reconstructed past worlds 
from a few bleached bones, has rebuilt ciaes, bke 
Cadmus, with monsters’ teeth , has animated forests with 
all the secrets of zoology gleaned from a piece of coal, 
has discovered a giant population from the footprints of a 
mammoth. These forms stand erect, grow large, and fill 
regions commensurate with their giant size. He treats 
figures like a poet , a nought set beside a seven by him 
produces awe. 

He can call up no bingness before you without the 
phrases of a charlatan. He searches a lump of gypsum, 
hnds an impression in it, says to you, * Behold > * All at 
once marble takes an animal shape, the dead come to bfe, 
the history of the world ts laid open before you. After 
countless drnastio of giant creatures, races of fish and 
elans of mo'luscs, the race of man appean at but as the 
degenerate copy of a splendid model, which the Creator 
has perchance destroyed Emboldened by his gaze into 
the past, this pettr race, children of yesterday, can overstep 
tbaos, an raise a psalm without e"d, and outline for 
themselves the sto*y of the Universe m an Apocalypse 
that the past. After the oenendous resurrection 

ilut took place at the voice of this man, the little drop m 
the rumeless Infinite, common to aU the spheres, that is 
ours to use, and that wc call Time, seems to us a pitable 
morncai of life. We ask ourselves the purpose of our 
tnumphs, our hatreds, our lores, overwhelmed as we are 
by the destruction of so many past unit eiscs, and whether 
It IS north whre to accept the pain of 1 fe in order that 
hereaf cr we may become an iniangib’c speck. Then we 
remain as if dad, completely tom away from the present 
tin the vahi dt thoTnirt comes in and savs, * Madamt la 
that she » expecting mk^wtur ' 

All the wonders which had brought the known world 
, the young man's mind wrought m his soul much 
tbe same f-ehng of dqcctwa that besets the philosophcf 
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investigating unfaiown creations. He longed more than 
ever for death as he fiung himself baclc hi a curule 
chair and let his e\ es wander across the illusions compos- 
ing a panorama of the past. The pictures seemed to light 
up, the Virgin’s heads smiled on him, the statues seemed 
alive Everythin'* danced and swayed around him, with 
a motion due to the gloom and the tormenting fever that 
racked his brain , each monstroaty grimaced at him, 
while the portraits on the canvas closed their eyes for a 
little relief Every shape seemed to tremble and start, and 
to leave its place gravelv or flippantly, gracefully or 
aukwardl/, according to its fashion, character, and sur- 
roundings 

A mysterious Sabbath began, rivaling the fantastic 
scenes witnessed by Faust upon the Brocken But these 
ontical illusions, produced bv wearness, overstrained 
eyesight, or the accidents of twihsh^ could not alarm the 
stranger The terrors of life had no power over a soul 
grown familiar with the terrors of death He even gave 
himself up, half amused by us bizarre eccentricities, to the 
influence of this moral galvanism , its phenomena, closely 
connected with his last thoughts, assured him that he i\'as 
still alive The silence about him was so deep that he 
embarked once more in dreams that grew gradually darker 
and darker as if by magic, as the hcht slowly faded A 
last struggl ng ray from the sun lit up rosy ansivenng 
lights He raised his head and saw a skeleton dimly 
visible, with Its skull bent doubtfully to one side, as if to 
say, * The dead will none of thee as yet ’ 

He passed his hand over his forenead to shake ofT the 
drowsiness, and felt a cold breath of a r as an unknown 
furry something swept past his cheeks He shivered A 
muraed clatter of the windows followed j it was a bat, he 
fancied, that had given him this chilly sepulchral caress. 
He could yet dimly see for a moment the shapes that sur- 
rounded him, by the vague 1 gbt in the west , then all these 
inanimate objects were blotted out in uniform darkness. 
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Night and the hour of death had suddenly come. There®, 
forward, for a while, he lost consciousness of the things 
about him , he was either buned in deep ireditition, or 
sleep overcame him, brought on by weariness or by the 
stress of those many thoughts that lacerated his heart. 

Suddenly he thought that an awful voice called him by 
rumc , It was like some feverish nightmare, when at a step 
the dreamer falls headlong over into an abyss, and he 
trembled He closed his eyes, darzied by bright rays 
from a red circle of light that shone out from the shadows. 
In the midst of the circle stood a little old man who 
turned the light of a lamp upon him, yet he had not heard 
him enter, nor move, nor speak There was something 
magical a^ut the appantion The boldest man, awakened 
in such a sort, would base felt alarm at the sight of 
this figure, which ought have issued from some sarco- 
phagus hard by 

A curiously youthful look m the unmoving eves of the 
iMctre forbade the idea of anything supernatural , hut for 
all that, m the brief space between his dreaming and 
svaking life, the young man’s judgment remained philo- 
sophically suspended, at £X.$cartes advises. He was, tn 
spite of himself, under the inducnce of an unaccountable 
halluanation, a mystery that our pnde rejects, and that 
our imperfect science vainly uies to resolve. 

Imagine a short old man, thin and spare, in a long black 
velvet gown glided sound him by a thick silk cord His 
long white hmr escaped on either side of his face from 
under a black velvet cap which closely fitted his head and 
made a formal setting for bis mumenance His gown 
enveloped his body Lke a windmg-sheet, so that all that 
was left visible was a nanow bleached human face. But 
for the wasted arm, thin as a draper’s wand, which held 
aloft the bmp that cast all its licht upon him, the face 
would have seemed to hang m mid air, A grey pointed 
beard concealed the di n of this fantastical appearanc-, 
and gave him the look of one of those Jewish types uhich 
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sene amsts as rrodcls for R-toses’^ His hps were so thm 
and Colourless that it needed a close inspection to find the 
lines of his mouth at all in the palhd face His great 
wrinkled brow and hollow bloodless checks, the inexorably 
stern expression of his small green eyes that no longer 
possessed eyebrows or lashes, might have convinced the 
stranger that Gerard Dow’s ‘Money Changer’ had come 
down from his frame TTie craftiness of an inquisitor, 
revealed in those curving wrinkles and creases that 
wound about bis temples, indicated a profound loiowledge 
of life There wms no deceiving this man, who seemed to 
possess a pow er of detecting the secrets of the wariest heart 

The wisdom and the moral codes of every people 
seemed gathered up m his passive face, just as all the 
productions of the globe had been heaped up in his dusty 
showrooms. He seemed to possess the tranquil luminous 
vision of some god before whom ail things are open, or 
the haughty power of a man who knows all things. 

With two strokes of the brush a painter comd have 
so altered the expression of this bee, that what had been 
a serene representation of the Eternal Father should 
change to the sneering mask of a Mephistopheles , for 
though sovereien power was revealed by the forehead, 
mocking fdds lurked about the mouth. He must have 
sacnficed all the joys of earth, as he had crushed all 
human sorrows beneath hia potent will. The man at the 
bnnk of death shivered at the thought of the life led by 
this spmt, so solitary and remote from our world ; joyless, 
since he had no one illusion left , painless, because plea- 
sure had ceased to exist for him. There he stood, 
motionless and serene as a srar in a bright mist His 
lamp lit up the obscure closet, just as his green eyes, 
with their quiet malevolence, seemed to shed a light on 
the moral world. 

This was the strange spectacle that startled the j oung 
man’s returniig sight, as he shook off the dreamy fancies 
and thoughts of dcaJh that bad lul'ed him. An instant 
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of disauy, a momentary return to belief m nuncry ta es, 
may be forgiven him, seeing that bit tensea vrerc t)b» 
scured Much thought had weaned his mind, and his 
nerves were exhausted with the steam of the tremendous 
dramawithm him,and by the scenes that had heaped on him 
all the hornd pleasures that a piece of opium can produce. 

But this appantKin had appeared m Pans, on the Qi»} 
"Voltaire, and m the nineteenth century , the time and 
place made sorcery impossib’c The idol of French 
scepticism had died m the house just opposite, the dis- 
ciple of Gay Lussac and Arag<^ who had held the 
charlatanism of intellect in contempt And yet the 
stranger submitted him<clf to the influence of an tnwgma- 
tive spell, as all of us do at times, when we svish to 
escape from an tnevmblc ceramty, or to tempt the power 
of Providence So some mystenous apprehension of a 
strange force made him tremble before the old man with 
the lamp All of us have been stirred in the same way 
by the sight of Napoleon, or of some other great man, 
made illustrious by his genius or by fame. 

*^ou wsh to s*e luphaels portrait of Jesus Christ, 
monsieur I’ the o'd man asked politely There was 
soiretliing treull c in the clear, sharp nng of his voice 

He set the lamp upon a broken column, so that all Its 
light might foil on the brown caw. 

At the sacred names of Chmt and Raphael the young 
man showed some cunosity The merchant, who no 
doubt looked for this, pressed a spnng, and suddenly the 
mahogany panel slid noiselessly back m its groove, and 
d scovered the canvas to the stranger’s adminng gaze. 
At sight of this deathless creation, he forgot his fancies in 
the show rooms and the focaks of his dreams, and became 
bimself again. The old man became a being of flesh 
and blood, very much alive, with nothing chimerical about 
him, and took up bis existence at once upon solid earth. 

The sympathy and love, and the gentle serenity m the 
divine face, exerted an instant sway over the younger 
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spectator Some infiuence £i]I(n^/rom heaven ba<fe cease 
the burning torment that consumed the marrow of bis 
bones The head of the Saviour of mankind seemed to 
issue from among the shadows represented by a dark back- 
ground , an aureole of light shone out brightly from his 
hair, an impa^toned belief seemed to glow through him, 
and to thnU every feature. The word of life had just 
been uttered by those red bps, the sacred sounds seemed 
to linger still m the air, thespcctator besought the silence 
for those captivating parables, hearkened for them m the 
future and had to turn to the teachings of the past The 
untroubled peace of the divine eyes, the comfort of 
sorrowing souls, seemed an interpretation of the Evangel 
The sweet triumphant sm le revealed the secret of the 
Catholic rehgion, which sums up all things in the pre 
cept, *iiOve one another* This picture breathed the 
spirit of prayer, enjoined forgiveness, overcame self, 
waused sleeping pou ers of good to waken For this work 
of ^phaet s had the tenpenous charm of music , you were 
brought under the spell of memories of the past, bis 
triumph was so absolute that the artist was forgotten The 
Witchery of the lamplight heightened the wonder, the 
head Swcmed at times to flicker m the distance, enveloped 
m cloud 

*I co/cred the surface of that picture with gold pieces,’ 
said the merchant carelessly 

‘ And now for death 1 ' cned the young man, awakened 
from his musings His last thought had recalled his fite 
to him, as it led him imperccptiWy back from the forlorn 
hopes to which he had clung 

‘ Ah, ha • then my suspiaons were well founded • * 
said the other, and his hands held the young man’s wnsts 
in a gnp hke that of a vice 

The younger man sm led wearily at his mistake, and 
uidgtntly— 

‘lou, sir, have nothing to fear, it is not your lif^ 
hut my own that is m question , . But why should 1 
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hide 1 harmless fraud ?* be went on, after a look at the 
anxious old man *I cam~ to see ^our treasures to 
while away the time till night should come and I could 
drown mjrself decently Who would grudge this last 
pleasure to a poet and a man of saence I* 

While he spolce, the jealous merchant watched the 
haggard fece of his pretended customer with keen eyes. 
Perhaps the mournful tones of hii roice reassured him, or 
he also read the dark s gns of fate in the faded features 
that had made the gamblers shudder j he released his hands, 
but, with a touch of caution, due to the expencnce of 
some hundred years at least, he stretched his arm out to 
a sideboard as if to steady htmse’f, took up a little dagger, 
<nd said — 

‘Have you been a supernumerary clerk of the Treasury 
for three years without receiving my perquisites I ’ 

The stranger could scarcely suppress a smile M he 
shook h s head. 

. *f*'^*P* fcther has erpicssed hts regret for your 
^'*^»l'ttl*toosh3rp'y I Or have you d sgracedj ourself?* 

‘ « I meant to be d sgraced, I should hve * 

You have been hissed perhaps at the F unambules I Or 
vou have had to compose coup'ets to pay for your mis» 
tros s ^neral I Do you want to be cured of the gold fes er f 
Or to be quit of the spleen ? For what blunder is your 
life a forfeit?’ ' 

‘You must not look among the common motives that 
impel suiades for the reason of my death To spare 
myself die task of disclosing my unheard-of sufTenngs, for 
which language bis no name, 1 will tell you this— that 
^ *Ti *** huoul ilmg, and most cruel 

trouble, and,’ he went on m proud tones that harmonised 
lU with the words just uttered, * I have no wish to beg 
for either help or sympathy’ 

* Eh I eh > ’ 

T^c two syllables wb ch th“ old man pronounced ro« 
S'Tub.dd the round of a rattle Then he went on thus 
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‘Without compelling you to entreat me, without 
making you blush for it, and without giving you so much 
as a French centime, a para the Levant, a German 
heller, a Russian kopeck, a Scottish farthing, a single 
obolus or sestcrcjus from anaent world, or one piastre 
from the new, without offering you anything whatever 
in gold, silver, or copper, notes or drafts, I will make 
you richer, more powerful, and of more consequence than 
a constitutional king ' 

The younger man thought that the older was in his 
dotage, and vraited fn bewilderment without venturing to 
reply 

‘Turn round,’ said the merchant, suddenly catching 
up the bmp in order to light up the opposite wall j ‘ looc 
at that leathern skin,' he went on 

The young man rose abruptly, and showed some sur- 
prise at the sight of a piece of wiagreen which hung on 
the v>*all behind his chair It was only about the size of 
a fox's skin, but it seemed to fill the deep shadows of the 
place with such brilliant rays that it looked like a small 
comet, an appearance at first sight inexplicable The 
young sceptic went up to this socalled talisman, which 
was to rescue him from his woes, with a scoffing phrase 
in his thoughts Still a harmless curiosity led him to 
bend over it and look at it from all points of view, and 
he soon found out the cause of ns singular hnlliancy 
The dark gram of the leather had been so carefully 
burnished and polished, the striped markings of the 
graining were so sharp and clear, that every particle of 
the surface of the bit of OncnCal leather was m itself a 
focus which concentrated the hgh^ and reSected it 
vividly. 

He accounted for this phenomenon categorically to the 
old man, who only smiled meaningly by way of ajiswer 
His superior smile led the young sciciniEc man to fmey 
that he himself had been deceit ed by some impostur*' 
He had no wish to carry one more puzzle to his grat e, 
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and hastily tomed the stin onrer, like some child eager to 
find out the mysteries of a new toy 

‘Ah,’ he cned, ‘here is the mark of the seal which 
they «~»il in the East the Signet of Solomon ' 

‘So you know that, then?’ asked the merchant. His 
peculiar method of laughter, two or three quick breathings 
through the nostrils, said more than any words however 
eloquent. 

‘Is there anybody m the world simple enoueh to 
believe in that idle fancy ?* said the yopngman, nettled by 
the spitefulness of the silent chuckle ‘Don’t you know,’ 

, he cononued, ‘ that the supers'iQons of the East hav c per- 
petuated the mystical form and the counterfeit characters 
of the symbol, which represents a mythical domimon ? I 
have no more laid myself open to a charge of creduliw m 
this case, than if I had mennoned sphmaes or gnuns, 
whose existence mythology in a manner admits ’ 

‘As you are an Orientalist,* replied the ether, “per- 
haps you can read that sentence.* 

He he'd the lamp clos' to the taliiman, which the young 
man held towards hicru and pointed out some characten 
inlaid in the surface of the vronderful sbn, as if thej had 
grown on the animal to which it once belon'^ed. 

* I must admit,’ said the stranger, ‘ that I have no idea 
how the letters could be engraved so deeply on the skm 
of a wild ass.’ And he turned quickly to the tab'es 
strewn with curiosities, and seemed to look for something 
‘What IS It that you want?’ asLed the old man 
‘Something that will cut the leather, so that I can 
s*e whether the letters are pnnted or inlaid ’ 

The old man held out his stiletto. The stranger took 
It and tried to cut the skin above the lettenng , but when 
he had removed a thin shaving of leather fiora them, the 
characters still appeared below, so clear and so exactly 
like the surface impression, that for a moment he was not 
sure that he had cut anything away after alL 

The craftsmen of the Levant have secrets known only 
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to themselves,* he said, half ia vexation, as he eyC^ Ac 
characters of this Oriental sentence. 

* Yes,’ said the old man, ‘it is better to attribute I* to 
man’s agency than to God’s.* 

The mysterious words were thus arranged 

ijJiy 

J\ M&wij fcpJUai 
(jiT ^ 

cUacs: 

Or, as it runs in English ;— 

POSSESSING ME THOU SHAtT POSSESS ALL THI^’CS. 
BUT THT LIFE IS WINE, FOR COD HAS SO WILLED tX’, 
WISH, AND THT WISHES SHALL BE FULFILLEOI 
Birr MEASURE THV DESIRES. ACCORDING 
TO THE LIFE THAT IS IV THEE. 

THIS IS THV LIFE, 

WITH EACH WISH 1 MUST SHRINK 
even as THV OWN DAYS. 

WILT THOU HAVE ME? TAKE ME, 

COD WILL HEARKEN U.VTO THEE. 

SO BE m 

‘So you read Sanskrit fluently,* said the old 
* You have been in Persia perhaps or in Bengal ? ’ 
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*No, sir,’ said the stranger, as he felt the emblematical 
skm curiously It was almost as ngid as a sheet of metal 
The old merchant set the Ump back again upon the 
column, giving the other a look as he did so * He has 
given up the notion of dying already,’ the glance said 
with phlegmatic irony 

* Is It a jest, or is it an enigma?’ asked the ) ounger man 
The other shook his head and said soberly — 

‘ 1 don’t know how to answer you 1 have offered 
this talisman with its temblc powers to men with more 
energy in them than you seem to me to have , but 
though they laughed at the questionable power it might 
exert over their futures, not one of them was ready to 
venture to conclude the fateful contract proposed by an 
unluiown force. I am of their opinion, I have doubted 
and reframed, and—* 

‘Have you never even tried its power?’ interrupted 
the young stranger 

‘Tried ul’ exclaimed the old man ‘Suppose that 
you were on th* column m Ac Place Vendome, would 
you try flinging yourself into space * Is tt possible 
to stay Ae coune of life? Has a man ever been 
known to die by halves ? Before you came here, you 
had made up your nund to kill yourself, but all at 
once a mystery fills your nund, and you think no more 
about deaA Tou diiWl Does not any one day of 
your bfc afford mysteries more absorbing ? Listen to me 
I saw the licentious daw of Ae Regency I was like 
jou, then, in po/erty , 1 l«vc begged my bread , but for 
all that, I am now a centenarian with a couple of years to 
spare, and a millionaire to boot. Misery was Ae making 
of me, Ignorance has made me learned I will tell you 
m a few words Ac great secret of human life. By two 
inst nctive processes man exhausts Ae spnngs of life 
wiAm hiau Two verbs cover all the forms which Aese 
twocauscsof deathmiy take— To Will and To have your 
Will,’ Between Aese two limits of human activity the 
Wise have discovered an intermed ate formula, to which I 
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owe good fortune and longlife To Will consumes us, 
and To have our W ill destrtws us, but To Know steeps our 
feeble organisms in perpetual calm In me Thought has 
destroyed Will, so that Posicr is relegated to the ordina’y 
functions of mj economy In a word, it is not m the heart 
which can be broken, nor in the senses that become dead 
cned, but it is in the brain that cannot waste aw ar and sur- 
vives everything else, that I hate set my life Moderation 
has kept mind and body unruffled Vet, I have seen the 
whole world I hat e learned all languages, lived after every 
manner I hat c lent a Chinaman monej , taking his father's 
corpse as a pledge, slept in an Arab's tent on thesecunty of 
his bare word, signed contracts in every capital of Europe 
and left my gold without hesitation m sstage uigtvams. 
I have attained everything, because I hat c known how to 
detp *e all things 

*My one ambmon has been to s-^ Is not Sight in s 
manner Insight I And to have knowledge or ins ght, is 
not that to hate instinctive possession 1 lobe able to dis- 
cover the very substance of fact and to unite its essence 
to our essence ? Of mitenaj possession what abides with 
you but an idea 1 Think, then, how glonoui must be 
the life of a man who can stamp all realities upon his 
thought, place the springs of happiness tviihm himscK, 
and draw thence uncvtinted pleasures m idea, unsoiled by 
earthly stains. 'I'hought is a key to alt treasures ; the 
miser’s gains are ours without his cares. Thus I have 
soared above this world, where my enjoyments have been 
nteJIectual joys. I hire revelled m the conteoiplatiotr 
of pcop’es, foresw, and mountains ' I have seen all 
things, calmly, and without weariness j 1 hive set my 
desires on noiing, Iharc waited m expectation of every- 
thing I have walked to and fro in the world as in a 
gaden round about my own dwcSing Troub’es, loves, 
ambitions, losses, and sorrows, as men call them, t'c for 
me ideas, which I transmute io»o waking dreams , I ex- 
prss and transpose taatead of fechng them j instead of 
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permitting them to prey upon my life, I dramatise and 
expand them, I divert nmelf with them as if they 
were romances which I could read by the power of vision 
within me As I have never overtaxed my constitution, 

I still enjoy robust health ; and as my mind u endowed 
with all the force that 1 have not wasted, this head of 
^mine is even better furnished than my galleries. The 
true millions he here,’ he said, striking his forehead * I 
spend delicious days in communings with the past j I 
summon before me whole countries, places, extents of 
history. In my imaginary seraglio 
I have all the women I have never possessed Your wars 
^ and solutions come up before me for judgment. What 
is a feverish fugitive admiration for some more or Jest 
brightly coloured piece of flesh and blood , some more or 
less rounded human form, what art all the disasters that 
wait on your erratic whims, compared with the nugniii* 
cent power of conjuring up the whole world within your 
aou^ compared with the immeasurable joys of movement, 
^strangled by the cords of time, (mcloggcd by the 
Sm?,/ ®f. beholding # thm^ of 

comorehcnding afl things, of leaning over the parapet 
of the world to quntw the other spheres, to hearken to 
the voice of God There.’ he bum out, vehemently, 

to* 

gtther, he pointed to the bitof shagreen , ‘there are your 
social idea^ your immoderate desires, your excesses, your 
pleasures that end m death, your w^ows that quitken 
P*'” •* P^thaps but a violent Measure. 
Wbo could determine the point where pleasure becomes 
pm where pam is suU a pleasure I Is not the utmost 
bnghtness of the ideal world soothing to us, while the 
lightest shadows of the physical world annoy ? Is not 
icnowledge the sefcret of wodom f And what is folly but 

a riotous expenditure of Win or Power?’ 

,, ,”7 tl^ a life of riotous excess for me!’ said 

tae stranger, pouhemg upon the piece of shagreen. 
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* Young man, beware !* cried the other with incredible 
vehemence. 

‘I had resolved mr exfetence into thought and stud/,* 
the stranger replied; *and yet they have not even 
supported me. I am not to be gulled by a sermon 
worthy of Swedenborg, nor by your Oriental amulet, nor 
yet by your charitable endeavours to keep me in a world 
wherein existence is no longer possible for me. . . . Let 
me see now,’ he added, clutching the talisman con- 
vulsively, as he looked at the old man, * I wish for a 
royal banquet, a carouse worthy of this century, which,' 
ft IS said, has brought everything to perfection f Let me 
have young boon companions, witty, unwarped by pre- 
judice, merry to the verge of madness! Let one wine 
succeed another, each more biting and perfumed than the 
last, and strong enough to bring about three days of 
delirium ! Passionate women’s forms should grace that 
night ! 1 would be borne away to unknown regions 
beyond the confines of this worli^ by the car and four- 
winged steeds of a frantic and uproarious orgie. Let 
us ascend to the skies, or plunge ourselves in the mire. 

I do not know if one soars or sinks at such moments, and 
I do not care ! Next, I bid this enigmatical power to 
concentrate all delights for me in one single Joy. Yes, I 
must comprehend every pleasure of earth and heaven in 
the final embrace that is to kill me. Therefore, after 
the wine, I wish to hold high festival to Priapus, with 
songs that might rouse the dead, and kisses without end ; 
the sound of them should pass like the crackling of flame 
through Paris, should revive the heat of youth and passion 
in husband and wife, even in hearts of seventy years.’ 

A laugh burst from the little old man. It rang in the 
young man’s ears like an echo from hell, and ty’rannously 
cut him short. He said no more. 

*Do you imagine that roy floors are going to open 
suddenly, so that luxuriou^y-appointed tables may rise 
through them, and guests from another world ? No, no, 
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young madcap. You have entered into the compact 
now, and there is an end of ic. Hencefonvard, your 
wishes will be accurately fulfilled, but at the expense of 
your life The compass of your days, visible in that shin, 
will contract according to the strength and number of 
your desires, from the least to the most extravagant. 
The Brahmin from uhom I had this skin once explained 
1 to me that it would bnng about a mysterious connection 
between the fortunes and the wishes of its possessor. 
Your first wish is a vulgar one, which I could fulfil, but 
I leave that to the issues of your new existence. After 
all, you were wishing to die , very well, your suiade is 
only put off for a time ’ 

The stranger was surprised and irritated that this 
peculiar old man persisted in not tabng him serioush. 
A half philanthropic intention peeped so clearly forth 
from his last jesting observauon, that he exdaimeo— 

‘ I shall soon see, sir, if any change comes over my 
fortunes in the time it will take to cress the width of the 
(]uay. But I should like us to be quits for such a momentous 
service , that is, if you arc not laughing at an unlucky 
wretcl^ so 1 wish that you may fall m love with an 
opera^ancer You would understand the pleasures of 
intemperance then, and might perhaps grow lavish of the 
wealth that you have husbanded so philosophically ’ 

He went out without heeding the old man’s heavy 
sigh, went back through the gallcnes and down the stair- 
case, followed by the stout assistant who vainly tried to 
light his passage, he fled with the haste of a robber 
caught in the act. Blinded by a kind of delirium, he did 
not even notice the unexpected flexibility of the piece of 
shagreen, which coiled itself up, pliant as a glove m his 
excited fingers, till It would go mto the pocket of his coat, 
where he mechanically thrust it As he rushed out of 
the door into the Streep he ran up against three young 
men who were passing ana in arm, 

‘Brute I’ 
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‘Idiot I* 

Such were the gratifying expressions exchanged be- 
tween them, 

‘ It IS Raphael •* 

* Good ! we were looking for you ’ 

‘ What { It IS you, then i* 

These three friendly exclamations quickly follon ed the 
insults, as the light of a street lamp, flickering m the 
wind, fell upon the astonished flices of the group 

* My dear follow, you must come with us I ’ said the 
young man that Raphael had all but knocked down 

‘ What IS all this about 

‘Come along, and I will tell you the history of it as 
we go ’ 

By fair means or foul, Raphael must go along with his 
fnends towards the Pont dcs Arts , they surrounded him, 
and linked him by the arm among their merry band 

‘ We have been after you for a&iut a week,’ the speaker 
went on * At your respectable hotel dr Saint ^aestrs, 
where, by the way, the sign with the alternate black and 
red letters cannot be removed, and hangs out just as it 
did in the time of Jean Jacques, that Leonarda of yours 
told us that you were off into the country For all that, 
we certainly did not look like duns, creditors, sheriff s 
officers, or the like But no matter I Rastignac had 
seen you the evening before at the Bouffons , we took 
courage again, and made it a point of honour to And out 
whether you were roosting in a tree in the Champs- 
Elysces, or in one of those philanthropic abodes where 
the beggars sleep on a twopenny rope, or if, more luckv, 
you were bivouacking in some boudoir or other 
could not find you anywhere Your name was not m 
the jailer’s registers at St. Pelagic nor at La Force 1 
Government departments, libraries, lists of prefects* 
names, newspaper offices, restaurants, greenrooms — to cut 
It short, eveiy lurking place in Pans, good or bad, has 
been explored in the most expert marmer We bewailed 



the loss of I man endowed with such genius, that orte 
might look to find him either at Court or in the commCj* 
jaiU. We talked of canonising you as a hero of July, and, 
upon my word, we regretted you** 

As he spoke, the fiends were crossing the Pont d« 
Arts. Without listening to them, Raphael looked at the 
Seine, at the clamouring waves that reflected the lights oj 
Pans. Above that nver, in which but now he had 
thought to fitng himself, the old man's prediction bad 
been fulfilled, the hour of his death bad been already put 
back by fate 

* Wc reallv regretted you,* said his friend, still pursuing 
his theme. * It was a question of a pbn m which we 
included you as a supcnor pervsn, that is to say, sod^ 
body who can put himself above other people The 
constituiion«l thimble ng is omed on tCMiay, dear boy, 
more senously than ever The in*amaus monarchy, dij* 
placed by the heroism of the people, was a sort oi drab, 
you could laugh and revel with her , but L« Paine »* a 
shrewish and virtuous wife, and wiUy ntUy you must take 
her prescnbed endearments. Then besides, as you know, 
auihonty passed over from the Tuilenes to the journalists, 
at the time when the Budget ch^ged m quarters and 
went from the Faubou^ Sant Germain to the Chaussee 
d’Antin. But this you may not know perhaps. The 
Government, that is, the anstocracy of lawyers and 
bankyrs who represent the coimtiy to-day, just as the 
priests used to do m the ome of the monarchy, has felt 
the necessity of mystifying the wotlhy people of France 
With a few new words and old ideas, uke philosophers of 
every school, and all strong intellects ever since time 
began. So now RoyaLsi national ideas must be incul- 
cated, by ptovmg to us that it w fer better to pay twelve 
hundred million francs, thirtr-three centimes to la Patne, 
represented by Messieun Such-and-Such, than to pay 
eleven hundiM million franco nine centimes to a 
king who used to say / instead of st>» In a wold, a 
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journal, with two or three hundred thousand franc% good, 
at the back of it, has just been started, with a view to 
making an opposition paper to content the discontented, 
without prejudice to the national government of the 
citizen-king. We scoff at liberty as at despotism now, 
and at religion or incredulity quite impartially. And 
since, for us, “our country" means a capital where ideas 
circulate and are sold at so much a line, a succulent 
dinner evety day, and the play at frequent intervals, 
where profligate women swarm, where suppers last on 
into the next day, and light loves are hired by the hour 
like cabs ; and since Paris will always be the most adorable 
of all countries, the country of joy, liberty, wit, pretty 
women, matmatt tujitty and good wine ; where the 
truncheon of authority never makes itself disagreeably 
felt, because one is so dose to those who wield it, — w^ 
therefore, sectaries of the god Mephistophele% have 
engaged to whitewash the public mind, to give fresh 
costumes to the actors, to put a new plank or two in the 
government booth, to doctor doctrinaires, and warm up 
old Republicans, to touch up the Bonapartists a bit, and 
revictual the Centre; provided that we are allowed to 
laugh in petti at both kings and peoples, to think one 
thing in the morning and another at night, and to lead 
a merry life a la Panurge, or to redlne upon soft cushions, 
mart eritntali. 

*The sceptre of this burlesque and macaronic king- 
dom,’ he went on, * we have reserved for you j so we are 
taking you straightway to a dinner given by the founder 
of the said newspaper, a retired banker, who, at a loss to 
know what to do with bis money, is going to buy some 
brains with it. You will be weJeomed as a brother, we 
shall hail you as king of these free lances who will under- 
take anything; whose persjMcatity discovers the intentions 
of Austria, England, or Rusda before cither Russia, 
Austria, Of England have formed any. Yes, we will 
invest you with the sovereignty of those puissant Intel- 
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lects which ctve to the world its Miraheaus, Talleyrands, 
Pitts, and Mcttemichs — all the clever Cnspins who treat 
the destinies of a kingdom as gamblers' stakes, just as 
ordinary men play dominoes for iirichenwesser We 
have given you out to be the most undaunted champion 
who et er wrestled in a dnnking bout at close quarters with 
the monster called Carousal, whom all bold spirits wish to 
try a fall with , we have gone so far as to say that you 
have never yet been worsted 1 hope you will not 
make liars of us Taillefer, our amphtiryon, has under- 
taken to surpass the circumscribed saturnalias of the petty 
modem LucuUus. He is nch enough to infuse pomp 
into tnfles, and style and charm into diss pation . . . 
Are you listening, Raphael?* asked the orator, inter- 
rupting himself 

‘Yes.’ answered the young man, less surprised by the 
accomplishment of his wishes than by the natural manner 
in which the events had come about. 

He could not bring himself to believe in magic, but be 
marvelled at the aeodents of human fate 

‘Ves, you say, just as if you were thinbng of your 
gnndfather’s demise,’ remarked one of his ncighMurs 
* Ah I ’ cried. Raphael, * I was thinking, my jriends, that 
we are m a fair way to beco-ne very great scoundrels,* 
and there was an ingenuousness in his tones that set these 
writers, the hope of young France, in a roar ‘So fiir 
ou blasphemies have been uttered over our cups , we 
have passed our judgments on life while drunk, and tak*n 
men and affairs in an after-dinner frame of mind We 
were innocent of action , we were bold in words. But 
now w c are to be brand-d wiih the hot iron of politics , 
we arc going to enter the convict’s prison and to drop our 
illusions Although one has no belief left, except in the 
deni, on- may regret the paradise of one’s youth and the 
age of innocence, when we devoutly offered the tip of our 
tongue to some good priest for the consecrated wafer of 
the «crasieni Ah, my good friends, our fint pecca- 
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djUo« gave us so much pJeaswe because tie consequent 
remorse set them ofF and lent a keen relish to them } but 
nowadays ’ 

‘ Oh ! now,’ said the first speaker, ‘ there is still 
left ' 

* What ? ’ asked another. 

* Crime ’ 

‘ There is a word as high as the gallows and deeper than 
the Seine,’ said RaphaeL 

‘ Oh, you don’t understand me } I mean political crime. 
Since ^is morning, a conspirator’s life is the only one I 
<»vet. I don’t know that the futcy will last over to- 
morrow, but to-night at least my gorge rises at the 
an*mic life of our civilisation and its railroad evenness. 
I am seized with a passion for the miseries of the retreat 
fiom Moscow, for the excitements of the Red Corsair, or 
for a smuggler’s life. 1 should like to go to Botan)^ Bay, 
as we have no Chartreux left us here in France ; it is a 
sort of infirmary reserved for little Lord ByTons who, 
having crumpled up their lives like a serviette after dinner, 
have nothing left to do but to set their country ablaze, 
blow their own brains out, plot for a republic, or clamour 

‘Emile,’ Raphael’s neighbour called eagerly to the 
speaker, ‘ on my honour, but for the re\ olution of July 1 
would have taken orders, and gone off down into the 
country somewhere to fcad the life of an animal, and-* — ’ 

‘And you would have read your Breviary through 
ei ery day.* 

‘Yes.’ 

* You arc a coxcomb I ’ 

* Why, we read the newspapen as it is I ’ 

‘Not bad that, for a journalist! But hold your 
toijp’ue, we are going through a crowd of subscribers. 
Journalism, look you. is the religion of modern society, 
and has even gone a little further? 

‘ What do you mean ? * 



tlian the people arc.' 

Chattin? thus, like good fellows who hare known thetr 
Di Fins iliustnius for yean past, they reached a mansion 
m the Rue Joubert. 

Emile wasa mumalist who had acquired more reputa- 
tion by dint of domg nothing than othcn had denved 
from their achievements. A bold, caustic, and powerful 
cnoc, he possessed all the qualities that his defects 
permitted An outspoken giber, he mad: numberless 
epigrams on a friend to his face , but would defend him, 
if absent, with courage and loyalty He laughed at 
CTcrything, even at bis own career Always impecun ous, 
yet lived, like all men of his calibre, plunged in 
unspeakable indolence. He would fiing «ome word con- 
taining whole volumes in the teeth of folk who could 
not put a syllable of sense into their books. He Uvi$h»d 
promisea that be never fulhlled , he made a pillow of hit 
luck and reputation, on which he slept, and ran the nsk of 
wakmg up to old age m a workhouse. A steadfast fnend 
to the gallows foot, a cynical twageerer with a childs 
simplioty, a worker only from necessity or capnee 

In the languat'c of Maitre Alcofribas, we are about to 
™kc a famous trwpt * ehtir* 4r,’ he remarked to 
R^hael as he pointed out the flower-stands that made a 
perfumed forest of the staircase. 

‘I * »«tibule to be well wanned and nchly 
carpeted, Raphael «id *L«cniry in the penstyle is not 
common m France. 1 feel as if hfe had begun anew here.’ 
And up above we are go ng to dnnk and mace merry 
“T Raphael. Ah 1 y^es,* he went on, 
and I hope we are going to come oa conquerors, too, 
and Walk over everybody else’a head.* 

As he spoke, he jestmgly pointed to the guests. They 
1 ^ ®‘^uig a large room which shone with gilding and 
l^bts, and there ^ the younger men of note in Fans 
t corned them. Here was one who had just revealed 
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fresh powers, fais first picture vied with the glories of 
Imperial art. There, another, who but yesterday had 
launched forth a volume, an acnd booh filled with a 
sort of bterary arrogance which opened up new ways 
to the modem school. A sculptor, not far away, 
with vigorous power visible in his rough features, was 
chatting with one of those unenthusiastic scoffers who 
can cither see excellence anywhere or nowhere, as it 
happens. Here, the cleverest of our caricaturists, with 
mKcbievQus eyes and bitter tongue^ lay m wait for epr 
grams to translate into pencil strohes , there, stood the 
young and audacious writer, who distilled the quintessence 
of pcujtjcal ideas better than any other man, or compressed 
the work of some prolific writer as he held him up to 
ridicule , he was talking with the poet whose works would 
have eclipsed alt the writings of the time if his ability had 
been as strenuous as his haueds Both were trying not 
to say the truth while they kept clear of lies, as they 
exchanged ilactertng speeches. A famous musician an 
ministered soothing consolation in a rallying fashion, 
to a young politician who had just fallen, quite unhurt, 
from bis rostrum oung writers who lacked style stood 
beside other young waters who lacked ideas, and authors 
of poetical prose by prosaic poets. 

At the sight of all these mcomplete bemgs, a simple 
Saint Simonian, ingenuous enough to believe in bis own 
doctnne, charitably paired them off, designing, no doubt, 
to comert them into monks of his order A fetv men of 
science mingled in the conversation, like nitrogen m the 
atmosphere, and several vaudeviUttltt shed rays like the 
sparkling diamonds that give neither 1 ght nor heat A few 
paradox mongers, bughuig up their sleeves at any folk who 
embraced their likes or dislikes m men or anairs, had 
alreidy begun a two-edged policy, conspiring against all 
systems, without committing tnemselves to any side. 
Then there was the *elf-aj^>ointed enne who admires 
nothing, and w^ blow bis rose In the middle of a 
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tavatina « tie Bouffbns, who appUudt befo'C inT one else 
bcgmi, end contraJicu every one who says w hat he himself 
was about to say , he was there pvmg out the sajingi of 
wittier men for bis tiwn Of aJl the assembled guests, a 
future lay before some five , ten or so should acquire a 
fleeting renown , as for the rest, like ail mediocrities, 
they might apply to themselves the famous falsehood of 
Louis xviii., Union and oiivwn 
The anxious jocularity of a nun who is expending two 
thousand crowns sat on their host His eyes turned 
impatiently towards the door from time to time, seeking 
one of hii guests who kept lim waiting Very soon 
a stout little person appeared, who w’ai greeted by 9 
complimentanr murmur , it vras the notary who had 
invented the newspaper that veiy morning A valct-dc' 
chambre m black opened the doors of a vast dining room, 
whither every one went without ceremony, and took his 
place at an enormous table 

Raphael took a last look round the room before he left 
It. niswtsh had been realised to the full The rooms 
were adorned with silk and go'd Countleu wax tapers 
set in handsome candelabra lit up the slightest details of 
gilded fnexes, the del cate bronte sculpture, and the 
splendid colours of the furniture The sweet scent of rare 
flowers, set tn stands tastefully made of bamboo, filled the 
air Everything, even the curtains, was pervaded by 
elegance without pretension, and there was a certain 
imaginative charm about it all which acted like a spell on 
the mind of a needy man 

‘An mcome of a hund-cd thousand livres a year is a 
very nice begmnmg of the catechism, and a wonderful 
assistance to putting moral n into our actions,’ he said, 
s ghing ‘Truly my sort of virtue can scarcely go afoo^ 
and vice means, to my thinking, a garret, a threadbare 
coat, a grey hat in winter time, and sums owing to the 
porfr . , I should like to live in the lap of luxury a 
year, or six months, no matter • And then afterwards, die. 
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I should have knovrn, exhausted, and consumed a thousand 
lives, at any rate ’ 

*Why, you arc talcing the tone of a stockbroker m 
good luck,’ said Emile, who overheard him * Pooh • your 
nches would be a burden to you as soon as } ou found that 
they would spoil your chances of coming out above the 
rest of us. Hasn t the artist always kept the balance 
true between the poverty of nches and the riches of 
poverty ? And isn’t struggle a necessity to some of us ? * 
Look out for your digestion, and onlj' lool^* he added, with 
a mock heroic gesture, *at the majestic, thnceho'y, and 
edifying appearance of this amiable capitalist’s dining- 
room Tliat man has in reality only made his money for 
our benefit Isn’t he a kina of sponge of the polyp 
order, overlooiced by naturalists, which should be carefully 
uueezed before he is left for his heirs to feed upon? 
There 1 $ style, isn’t there, about those bas-reliefs that 
adora the walls ^ And the lustres, and the pictures, wha 
luxury well earned out ! If one may believe those who 
ensT him, or who know, or think they know, the ongms 
of ms life, then this man got rid of a German and some 
others — bis best friend for one, and the mother of that 
fnend, dunng the Revolution Could you house enmes 
under the venerable TaiUcfcr s s Ivcnng locks I He looks 
to me a very worthy man Only see how the silver 
sparkles, and is every elittcring ray like the sub of a 
dagger to him ? Let us go in, one might as w cU 

believe m Mahomet If common report speak truth, here 
arc thirty men of talent, and good fellows too, prepared 
to dme ofF the flesh and blood of a whole family , 
and here are we ourselves, a pair of youngsters full of 
open hearted enthusiasm, and we shall be partakers m his 
guilt 1 have a mind to ask our capiulist whether he is 
a respectable character 

‘No, not now,’ cned JRaphael, ‘but when he is dead 
drunk, we shall have bad our dinner then * 

The two fnends sat down laughing First of all, by a 
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begins, and contradicts every one who says what ne himself 
was about to say ; he was there pving out the sayings of 
witner men for his own. Of all the assembled guests, a 
future lay before some five j ten or to should acquire a 
fleeting renown , as for the rest, like all mediocrities, 
they might apply to themselves the famous falsehood of 
Louis xvin^ Union and oblivion 

The anxious joculanty of a nun who is expending two 
thoi,sand crowns ut on their host His eves turned 
impatiently towardt the door from time to tme, seeking 
one of hii guests who kept him wailing Very toon 
a stout little person appeared, who was greeted by a 
complimentary murmur , it was the notary who had 
invented the newspaper that very morning A valct-dc» 
ehambre m black opened the doors of a vast dming>TooTn, 
whither every one went without ceremony, and took his 
place at an enormous able 

Raphael took a last look round the room before he left 
It. His wish had been realised to the fuIL The rooms 
were adorned with silk and g^d. Counileu wax tapers 
Kt in handsome candelabra lit up the slightest details of 
gilded fneaes, the dehote bronze sculpture, and the 
spVndid colours of the furniture. The s» eet scent of rare 
flowers, set m stands tastefully made of bamboo, filled the 
air. Everything, even the curtains, was pervaded by 
elegance without pretension, and there was a certain 
imaginative charm about it all wbich acted like a spell on 
the mind of a needy man. 

‘An income of a hunded thousand Iivres a year is a 
vety nice beginning of the catechism, and a wonderful 
assistance to putting morality into our actions,’ he said, 
s ghing ‘Truly my sort of virtue can scarcely go afoot, 
and Tice means, to my thinking, a garret, a threadbare 
coat, a grey hat m winter time, and sums owing to the 
porter, ... I should like to live in the lap of luxury a 
year, or sj: months, no matter • And then afterwards, die. 
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I should have known, exhausted, and consumed a thousand 
lives, at any rate ’ 

*Why, you are taking the tone of a stockbroker in 
good luck,’ said Emile, who overheard him * Pooh ! j our 
riches would be a burden to you as soon as j ou found that 
they would spoil your chances of coming out above the 
rest of us- Hasn’t the artist always kept the balance 
true between the poverty of riches and the riches of 
poverty ? And isn’t struggle a necessity to some of us ? * 
Look out for your digestion, and only look,’ he added, with 
a mock heroic gesture, *at the majestic, thnceholy, and 
edifying appearance of this amiable capitalist's dining- 
room That man has in reality only made his money for 
ouf benefit Isn’t he a kina of sponge of the polyp 
order, overlooked by naturalists, which should be carefully 
uueezed before he is left for his heirs to feed upon? 
There is style, isn’t there, about those bas-reheft that 
adorn the walls ? And the lustres, and the pictures, what 
luxury well earned out ! If one may believe those who 
envy him, or who know, or think they know, the ongins 
of bis life, then this man got rid of a German and some 
others — his best fnend for one, and the mother of that 
friend, during the devolution Could you house crimes 
under the venerable Taincfer*s sil'cnng locks i He looks 
to me a lery worthy man Only see how the silver 
sparkles, and is every chttcrmg ray like the stab of a 
dagger to him? . Let us go in, one might as is ell 
befieve in Mahomet If common report speak truth, here 
arc thirty men of talent, and good fellows too, prepared 
to dine oft the flesh and Wood of a whole family , . . - 

and here are we ourscls cs, a pair of youngs ers full of 
open hearted enthusiasm, and %vc shall be parakcri m hii 
guilt. I have a mind to ask our capital st whether he is 
a respectable characte* . - - 

not now,* cned Jtapliae?, ‘but when he is dad 
drunk, we shall have had our d nner then ' 

The two friends sat down Iiughirg First of all, by a 
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glance more rapid than a word, each paid hii tribute of 
admiration to the splendid general effect of the long 
table, white as a bank of freshly-fallen mow, with Its 
symmetrical line of covers, crowned with their pale 
golden tolls of bread Rainbow colours gleamed in the 
starry ra)s of light reflected br the glass , the lights of 
the tapers crossed and rccrossea each other indefinitely , 
the dishes covered with their silver domes whetted both 
s appetite and curiosity 

Few words were spoken Neighbours exchanged 
glances as the Madeira circulated Then the first 
course appeared in all its glory , tt would have done 
bojwiur tn the late CambacMcs, Btxllat-Savacin would 
have celebrated it The wines of Bordeaux and Bur- 
gundy, white and red, were royally lavished This first 
part of the banquet might have been compared in every 
way to a rendering ot some classial tragedy The 
second act grew a tnfle noisier Every guest had had i 
fair amount to drink, and had tried various enSs at his 
pleasure, so that as the remains of the magnificent first 
course were rernoved, tumultuous discussions began , a 
pale brow here and there began to flush, sundry noses 
took a purpler hue, frees lit up, and eyes sparkled 

While intoxication was only dawning, the conversation 
did not overstep the bounds of civility j but banter and 
isrt «»// slipped by degrees from every longue, and then 
slander began to rear lu little snake’s head, and spoke in 
dulcet tones , a few shrewd ones here and there gave heed 
to It, hoping to keep their heads So the second course 
found their minds somewhat heated. Every one ate as he 
spoke, spoke while he at^ and drank without heeding 
the quantity of the liquor, the wine was so biting, the 
bouquet so fragrant, tbe example around so infectious. 
Taillefer nude a point ofstimulaung his guests, and plied 
them with the formidable wmes of the Rhone, with 
fierce Tokay, and heady old RoussHIon 

The champagne, impatiently expected and lavishly 
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poured out, was a scourge of fiery sparks to these men, 
released like posthorses from some mail-coach by a relay, 
they let their spirits gallop away into the wilds of argu- 
ment to which no one listened, began to tell stones 
which bad no auditors, and repeatedly asked questions 
to which no answer was made. Only the loud voice of 
wassail could be heard, a voice made up of a hundred 
confused clamours, which rose and grew like a eretetndo 
of Kossuii's. Insidious toasts, swagger, and challenges 
lollowed 

Each renounced any pride in his own intellectual 
capacity, in order to vindicate that of hogsheads, casks, 
and vats , and each made noise enough for two A time 
came when the footmen smiled, while their masters all 
talked at once. A philosopher would hai e been interested, 
doubtless, by the singulanty of the thoughts expressed, a 
politician would have been amazed by the incongrui^ of 
the methods discussed in that meiee of words or doubt* 
fully luminous paradoxes, where truths, grotesquely 
caparisoned, met in conflict across the uproar of brawling 
judgments, of arbitrary decisions and folly, much as bullets, 
shells, and grapeshot are burled across a rattlefield 

It was at once a volume and a picture Every philo- 
sophy, religion, and moral code diffenng so greatly in 
every latitude, every government, every great achieve- 
ment of the human mteUect fell before a scythe as long 
as Time’s own, and you might have found it bard to 
decide whether it was wielded by Gravity intoxicated, or 
by Inebriation grown sober and clear-sighted Borne 
away by a kind of tempest, their mino^ like the sea 
raging against the cliffs, seemed ready to shake the laws^ 
which confine the ebb and Sow of civilisations , uncon- 
sciously f ^filling the will of God, who has suffered evil 
and good to abide in nature and reserved the secret of 
their continual strife to Himselfi A frantic travesty of 
debate ensued, a Walpurgis-rcvel of intellects. Between 
the dreary jesu of these children of the Revolution over 
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the inauguration of a newspaper, and the talk of the 
jovous eossips at Garganma’s birth, stretched the gulf 
that divides the nineteenth century from the sixteenth. 
LaughingW they bad begun the work of destruction, and 
our lournalists laughed amid the rums. 

‘ tVhat IS the name of that yotmg man over there ? ' 
said the notary, indicating Rapluel ‘I thought I heard 
some one call him Valentin ’ 

‘What stuff IS thisi* said Emile, bughmg; ‘p’ain 
Valentin, say you? Raphael de Valentin, if you please. 
We bear an eagle or, on a field sable, with a stiver crown, 
beak, and claws gules, and a fine motto . Nos cecidit 
ANtstus We are no foundling child, but a descendant of 
the Emperor Valcns, of the stock of the Valcnttnois, 
founders of the cities of Valence m France, and Valencia 
in Spam, rightful hem to the Empire of the East. If we 
suffer Mahmoud on the throne of Byzanuum, it is out 
of pure condescension, and for lack of funds and soldiers.' 

With a fork nourished above ^phael’s head, Emile 
outlined a crown upon ic The notary bethought him- 
self a moment, but soon MI to dnnking again, with a 
gesture peculiar to himself, it was quite impossible, it 
seemed to sav, to secure m his clientele the cities of 
Valence and Byzantium, the Emperor Valens, Mahmoud, 
and the house of Valentinois 

‘ Should not the destruction of those ant-hills, Babylon, 
Tyre, Carthage, and Venice, each crushed beneath the 
foot of a passing giant, serve as a warning to man, 
vouchsafed by some mocking power?' said Claude Vignon, 
who must play the Bossuet, as a sort of purchased slave, 
at the rate of fivcpcnce a line, 

‘Perhaps Moses, Sylla, Louis «, Richelieu, Robes- 
pierre, and Napoleon were but the same man who crosses 
our civilisations now and again, like a comet across the 
sky,’ said a disciple of Ballanche 

‘ Why try to fathom the designs of Providence ? * said 
Canalis, maker of ballads. 
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‘Come, Tiorr* said the man who set up for a cntic, 
‘there is nothing more clastic in the world than your 
Providence.’ 

‘Well, sir, Ivouis xiv. sacnhced more lues over 
digging the foundations of the h'laintcnon’s ai^ueduct^ 
than the Convention expended in order to assess the 
taxes justly, to make one law for everybody, and one 
nation of r ranee, and to establish the rule of equal m- 
heritance,* said MassoL whom the lack of a syllable before 
his name had made a Republican 

‘ Arc you going to leave our heads on our shoulders ? ’ 
asked Moreau lof the Oise), a substantial farmer. ‘You, 
sir, who took blood for wine just now ? ’ 

‘Where is the use? Aren’t the pnnciples of social 
order worth some sacrifices, sir?* 

‘Hi* Bixiou* What ’s his-name, the Republican, 
considers a landowner’s bead a sacrifice J* said a joung 
man to his neighbour 

* Men and events count for nothing,’ said the Repub* 
Iican, following out his theory m spite of hiccoughs , ‘m 
politics, as m philosophy, there are only pnnciptes and 
ideas ’ 

* What an abomination I Then you would ruthlessly 
put your friends to death for a shibboleth ? ’ 

‘£,h, sir! the man who feels compunction is your 
thorough scoundrel, for he has some notion of virtue , 
while Peter the Great and the Duke of A*va were 
embodied systems, and the pirate Monbard an or- 
ganisation 

* But can’t Soae^ nd itself of your systems and 
organisations ? ’ said Canalis. 

‘ Oh, granted 1 ’ cned the Republican 

* That stupid Republic of you« makes me feel queasy. 
We sha’n’t be able to carve a capon in peace, because we 
shall find the agrarian law mside it ’ 

‘Ah, my little Brutus, stuffed with truffles, your 
pnnciples are all nght enough But you are like my valet, 

D 
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the rejne « » frtjihtfttRy trith t mina tzt 

propcftjf tHjt if I left h»m to cleiti inj cluthrt jftcr btt 
fithion, he would won clt»a me out * 

'Cnu idwal’ fty’aed the Repuhl an, ‘you »ft for 
Kiting 1 lution »tr»ight with tooth p-ck*. To youf 
way ^ thinking, juittce u mote dangeroa* than thie»cv* 

* Oh, dear f ' cried the attorney Ikirochw. 

‘Aren't they a bore with ib*ir ttid the 

notary Cardot. ‘Shot up. That » enough of iL There 
u no knowledge not eirtuc worth ihcild ng a d*op of 
blood for If Truth were bought tato I qo JjUot, we 
m ght hnd her insoient* 

‘It would be much leu trouble, no doubt, to imuK 
oufKlTei with eril, rather than di»pui» aSaot good. 
Moreover, 1 would «i»c all the I7«cbrt made for fi>rtT 
yean pat at the Tribune for a trout, for one of J’cr*aBlii 
talet Of Chatlet't tkewhea.' 

* Qy,te fight ! . Hand m* the uparagui. Be* 

cauK, af er £l, liberty beget* ana.cby, anarthy lad* to 
detpotiim, and derpotiia back agaji to liberty M Qiofti 
hare died without teeunng a triumph for any one lyttecu 
li no that the rieiou* arete m which the whole moral 
world rerolre*! Man beli-^e* that he ha» reached per- 
fection, when in fact he ha* but re arranged taatten.’ 

* Ob ! oh • ' cred Coray, the vnJniLiiti j ‘ in that ca»^ 
gentlemen, here ’» to Charfe* the father of liberty * 

‘\Vhy not?’ ajkeJ EmTe ‘When law becotue* 
deapo ic, moral* arc relaxed, and t>i« v/rta ’ 

* Let m dnnk to th- imbeci ly of authority, wh cK 
give* u* *uch an authority over lobecilctl’ raid the 
banker 

* Napoleon left u* glory, at any rate, mr good fnend * ' 
exclaimed a naral officer who had never left Brett. 

‘Glory u a poor bargain* you buy ic dear, and it 
will not keep. Does not the egotism of the grat take 
the form of gVxy, j<Bt at foe nobods** it » ibeit own 
well being?* 
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‘You are very fortunate^ sir——’ 

‘The first inventor of ditches must ha\c been a 
weakling> for society is only useful to the puny The 
savage and the philosopher, at either extreme of the 
moru scale, hold property in equal horror ’ 

‘All veiy fine*’ said Cardot, ‘but if there were no 
property, there would be no documents to draw up ’ 

‘These green peas arc excessnely delicious!’ 

‘ And the turt was found dead in his bed in the morn- 
ing . .’ 

‘Who 1] talking about death? Pray don’t tfific^ I 
have an unde ’ 

* Could you bear his loss with resignation ?’ 

‘ No question ’ 

‘ Gentlemen, listen to roc ! How to kill ak uncle. 
Silence * (Cnes of “Hush > hush f ") In the first plac<^ 
take an uncle, large and stout, sevent) years old at least, 
they are the best uncles (Sensation ) Get him to eat a 
patt dt fett gras, any pretext will do * 

‘ Ah, but my uncle is a thin, tall man, and very 
niggardly and abstemious * 

‘ That sort of unde is a monster , be misappropriates 
existence ’ 

‘ Then,’ the speaker on uncles went on, * tell him, 
while he is digesting it, that his banker has failed ’ 

‘ Hmv if he hears up 

‘ Let loose a pretty girl on him.* 

‘And if / ’ aslccd the other, with a shake of the bead. 

* Then he wouldn^t be an unde — an unde is a gay dog 
by nature ’ 

* Maiibran has lost two notes in her voice * 

* No, sir, she has not.’ 

‘ Yes, Sir, she has.’ 

* Oh, ho I No and yes, is not that the sum-up of all 
tdigtous, pohticd, or literary dissertations? Man is a 
<Io^ danang on the edge of an abyss.’ 

* You would make out that I am a fool ’ 



* On the contrary, you cannot make me oJt’ 

‘Education, thereS a pretty piece of tomfooleOj 
M Hemcffctiennach e&timates the number of pnntcu 
volumes at more than x thousand tndUons , and a 
cannot read more than a hundred and fifty thousand 
his bfeume So, just tell me what that word tJucaH^’* 
ireans. For »mc it consists in knowing the names of 
Alexander’s horse, of the dog BcrcciliO, of the Scigncor 
d’ Accords, and in ignorance of the man to whom we ow® 
the discos ery of rafting and the manufacture of porceU"”- 
For others it is the Irnowledge how to burn a wiU and^ 
live respected, be looked up to and popular, instead or 
stealing a watch wnth half a-dozen aggravating orctf®- 
stances, after a previous convictiwi, and so perishing, 
hated and dishonoured, in the Place de Gteve.* 

Nathan’s work live?’ 

* He h« very clever ooUabocaiors, sir.* 

‘OrCanaht?* ^ 

‘ He is a great man , let us say no mere about hinv* 
‘You are all drunk!’ 

‘The cnnsetiuence of a ConsQtution is the immediate 
stultification of intellects Art, saence, puhlie worits 
everything, is consumed hr a hombly egoistic feeling, 
the leprosy of the time. "iTiree faumired of your bo'^r- 
geoisie, set down on benches, will only think of planting 
poplars. Tyranny does peat things lawlessly, while 
Liberty wiU scarcely trouble herself to do petty ones- 
lawfuUy.’ 

‘Your reciprocal instruction will turn out counters m 
human flesh,’ broke in an AbsolutisL ‘ AU individuality 
will disappear in a people brought to a dead level by 
education.’ 

‘ For all that, is no* the aim of society to secure happi- 
ness to each member of it *’ asked the Sunt-Simoman. 

‘ If you had an income of fifty thousand hvres, you 
would not think much about the people If jott are- 
inutten with a tender passion for the race, go to \Iaaa- 
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gascar y there you wul find a nice little nation all ready to 
Samt-Simonis^ daaify, and cork up in your phials, but 
here every one fits into his niche like a peg in % hole A 
porter is a porter, and a blockhead js a fool, without a 



* And why not ? Despotism pleases me , it implies a 
certain contempt for the human race 1 have no ani- 
mosity agauist kings, they are so amusing Is it nothing 
to sit enthroned in a room, at a distance of thirty million 
leagues from the sun ?’ 

‘ Let us once more take a broad view of civilisation,’ 
said the man of learning who^ for the bene^t of thi* 
inattentive sculptor, had opened a discussion on primitive 
vjcicty and autochthonous races ‘The vigour of a 
nation in its origin was m a way physical, unitary, and 
crude, then as aggregations increased, government ad- 
ranced by a decomposition of the primitive nile^ more or 
less skilfullr managed For example, in remote ^es 
national stiwgth lay m theocracy, the pnest held both 
sword and censer , a little later there were tw© priests, 
the pontiff and the king To-day our society, the latest 
word of avilisation, has distributed power accorduig to 
the number of combinations, and we come to the forces 
called business, thought,inon^,andeIoquencc Authority 
thus divided is steadily approaching a socul dissolution, 
with interest as its one opposing barrier We depend no 
longer on either religion or physical force, hut upon 
mtellcct Can a book replace the sword ? Can tJiscuss on 
be a substitute for action i That » the question * 

* Intellect has made an end of everything,’ tried the 
Carlist ‘ Come, now * Absolute freroom has brought 
about national suicides , their triumph left them as listless 
as an English millionaire ’ 

‘ Won’t you tell us something new f You hive made 
fun of authority of all sorts to-day, which is evtry bit as 
vulgar as denying the existence of God So yoo have no 
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belief left, and the centu« u like an old Sultan worn out 
by debauchery f Your liyron, in short, sings of crime 
and Its emotions in a final despair of poetry* 

‘Don’t you know,’ replied Bianchon, quite drunk by 
this time, ‘that a dose of phosphorus more or less makes 
the man of genius or the scoundrel, a clever man or an 
idiot, a virtuous person or a cnminal ?’ 

‘Can any one treat of virtue thus?* cned Cursy. 

‘ V irtuc, the subject of every drama at the theatre, the 
atnouTTunt of every play, the foundation of every court of 
law’ . . 

‘ Be quiet, you ass. You are an Achilles for virtue, 
without his heel,’ uid Bixiou. 

‘Some dnnkl’ 

‘What wiM you bet that I will dnnk a bottle of cham- 
pagne like a fash, at one puU f* 

‘What a flash of mt I’ 

‘Drunk as lords,* muttered a young nun gravely, 
*^4^? ‘OfTC wine to h $ waistcoau 
., **> ‘""I 5*^ government is the art of rulmg by 
public opinion ’ 

‘Opinion? ThatistbemostviciousjadcofaJl. Acced- 
ing to you moralists and politicians, the laws you set up 
are always to go before those of nature, and opinion 
before conscience You are right and wrong both 
buppow soae^ bestows down pillows on us, that benefit 
w made up for by the goutj and jusuce is likewise 
by red tape, and colds accompany Cashmere 

4 , 1’ Emile broke m upon the misanthrope, 
how can you slander civilisation here at table, up to the 

^ in wwra and exquisite dishes ? Eat away at that 
roebuck with the gilded horns and feet, and do not carp 
at ^our mother -> r 

Is It any fault of mine if Catholiusm puts a million 

5, » “ Republics wiU end m a 

Napoleon, that monarchy dweUs between the assassination 



The Talisman 


SS 

of Henry ir. and the tnal of Louis xv/., and LJherah'sm 
produces La Fayettes ?* 

‘ Didn’t you embrace him in July ?’ 

*No.’ 

* Then hold your tongue, you sceptic.’ 

‘Sceptics are the most consdentious of men.’ 

‘ TTjey have no consciences* 

* What are you saying? They have two a piece at least ! ’ 
‘ So you want to discount heaven, a thoroughly com- 
mercial notion. Ancient rcHgtons were hut the unchecked 
development of physical pleasure, but we have developed 
a soul and expectations ; some advance has been made.’ 

‘ What can you expcc^ my friends, of a century frllcd 
with politics to repletion ? ’ asked Nathan. ‘ What befell 
The HUierj tf iht King ef Behemia and his Seven Castles^ 
a most entrancing conception? . . .’ 

* I say,’ the would-be cntic cried down the whole 
length of the table. ‘The phrases might have been 
drawn at haphazard from a hat, ’twas a work written 
** down to Charenton."* 

‘ You are a fool I ’ 

‘And you are a roguel* 

‘Oh! ohl’ 

‘Ah ! ah 1’ 

‘They arc going to fight.* 

‘ No, they aren't-’ 

‘ You will find me to-morrow, sir.’ 

‘This very moment,’ Nathan answered. 

‘Come, come, you pair of fire-eaters ! * 

* You are another f * said the prime mover in the quarrel, 
‘They can hardly stand on their legs.’ 

*Ah, I can’t stand upright, ^rhaps?’ asked the pug- 
nacious Nathan, straightening himself up like a stag-beetle 

stared stupidly round the tabl^ then completely 
exhausted by ^e effort, sank back into his chair, and 
mutely hung his head. 
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‘Would It not have been nice,’ the critic said to his neigh- 
bour, ‘ to fight about a book I have neither read nor seen 
‘Emile, look out for your coat, your neighbour » 
growing pale,’ said Bixiou 

* Kant I Yet another ball flung out for fools to sport 
with, sir 1 Matenalism and spintuidism arc a fine pair of 
battledores with which charlatans m lon^ gowns keep 
a shuttle-cock a-going Suppose that God is every- 
where, as Spmoxa says, ot that all things proceed from 
God, as says St Paul . . the nincompoops, the 
door shuts or opens, but isn’t the movement the same ? 
Does the fowl come from the egg, or the egg from 
the fowl ? . . . Just hand me some duck . . . and there, 
you have all science ’ 

‘ Simpleton 1 ’ cned the man of saence, ‘ your problem 
IS settled by factl’ 

‘What fictl’ 

‘ Professors’ chairs were not made for philosophy, but 
philosophy for the professors’ chairs. Pul on a pair of 
spectacles and read the budget ’ 

‘Thieves I’ 

‘ Nincompoops 1' 

‘ Knaves ' ’ 

‘Gulls!’ 

‘ Where but in Paris will you find such a ready and rapid 
exchange of thought i ’ cned Bixiou m a deep, bass voicc- 
‘ Bixiou I Act a classical farce for us 1 Come, now ’ 

‘ Would you like me to depict the nineteenth century f ’ 
‘ Silence ’ 

‘ Pav attention ’ 

‘Clap a muffle on your trumpets.’ 

‘Shut up, you Turk!’ 

* Give him some wine, and let that fellow keep quiet.’ 
‘Now, then, Bixiou !’ 

The artist buttoned hs black coat to the collar, put on 
yellow gloves, and began to burlesque the Hevue du Dtux 
Miniit by acung a squinting old lady , but the uproar 
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dfOTrned hts voice, and no one heard a word of the satire 
Still, if he did not catch the spirit of the century, he 
represented the Hevut at any rate, for his own intentions 
were not very clear to him 

Dessert was served as if by magic. A huge epergne 
of gilded bronze from Thomire’s studio overshadowed 
the table Tall statuettes, which a celebrated artist had 
endued with rdraJ beauty according to comentional 
European notions, Sustained and earned pyramids of 
sirawbemes, pines, fresh dates, golden grapes, clear- 
skinned peaches, oranges brought from Setubal by steamer, 
pomegranates, Chinese fruit , in short, all the surpnses 
of luxury, miracles of confectionery, the most tempting 
dainties, and choicest debacles. The colouring of this 
epicurean work of art was enhanced by the splendours of 
porcelain, by sparkling outlinw of gold, by the chasing 
of the vases. Poussin's landsapes, copied on Sevres 
ware, were crowned with graceful fnnges of moss, green, 
translucent, and fragile as ocean weeds. 

The revenue of a German prince would not have 
defrayed the cost of this arroeant display Silver and 
moihcr-of pcir4 gold and crystal, were lavished afresh in 
new /bnns , but scarcely a vaj^ue idea of this almost 
Oriental fairyland penetrated eyes now heavy with wine, 
or crossed the delirium of intoxication The fire and 
fragrance of the wines acted like potent philtres and 
magial fumes, producing a kind of mirage in the brain, 
binding feet, and weighing down hands. The pyramids 
of fruit were ransacked, voices grew thicker, the clamour 
increased W ords were no longer distinct, glasses flew 
in pieces, senseless peals of laughter broke out Ciuw 
snatched up a horn and struck up a flourish on it It 
acted like a signal given by the devil Yells, hisses, 
songs, cncs, and groans went up from the maddened 
crew You might have smiled to see men, light hearted 
by nature, grow tragical as Crebillon’s dramas, and pensive 
as a sailor in a coach Hard haded men blabbed secrets 
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to the inquisitive, who were long pist heeding them. 
Saturnine faces were wreathed m smiles worthy of a 
pirouetting dancer. Claude Vignon shuffled about like 
a bear in a cage. Intimate fnends began to hght. 

Animal likenesses, to cunously traced by physiologists 
in human faces, came out in gestures and behaviour. A 
book lay open for a Bichat if he had repaired thither 
fisting and collected. The master of the house, knowing 
his condition, did not dare to stir, but encouraged bis 
guests’ extravagances with a fixed grimacing smile, meant 
to be hospitable and appropriate Hii large face, turning 
from blue and red to a purple shade terrible to see, 
partook of the general commotion by movements like the 
heaving and pitching of a bng. 

‘Now, did you murder themf* Emile asked him. 

‘ Capiul punishment is going to be abolished, they say, 
In fivour of the Revolution of July,’ answered Taillefer, 
raising his eyebrows with drunken sagacity. 

* Don’t they me up before you m dreams at times ? 
Raphael persisted 

‘There’s a sutute of luniutions,* said the murderer—* 
Creesus 

‘And on his tombstone,’ Emile began, with a sardonic 
laugh, * the stone-mason will carve “ Passer-by, accord a 
tear, m memory of one that’s here!" Ob,’ he con- 
tinued, ‘I would cheerfully pay a hundred sous to any 
mathematician who would prove the existence of hell to 
me by an algebraical equation * 

He Hung up a com and cried — 

‘ Heads for the existence of God 1 ’ 

‘ Don’t Iwk 1’ Raphael cned, pouncing upon it. ‘Who 
knows } Suspense is so pleasant.’ 

‘Unluckily,* Emile said, with burlesque melancholy, 
*I can see no halting-place between the unbelieier’s 
anthmetic and the papd Pattr ruittr. Pshaw 1 let us 
dnnk. Trinj was, I bueve, the oracular answer of the 
«»w» ininUe and the final conclusion of Pantagrueb’ 
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* We owe our arts and monuments to the P atrr 
and our knowledge, too, perhaps j and a still greater 
benefit — modern government — whereby a vast and teem- 
ing society is wondrously represented by some five 
hundred intellects. It neutralises opposing forces and 
gives free play to civilisation, that Titan queen who has 
succeeded the ancient terrible figure of the kino, that 
sham Providence, reared by man between himselt and 
heaven. In the face of such achievements, atheism seems 
like a barren skeleton. What do you say ? , 

‘ I am thinking of the seas of blood shed by Catholicism, 
Emile replied, quite unimpressed. It has ^ined om 

hearts and veins dry to make a mimic deluge, 

Every man who thinks must range himself beneath the 
banner of Christ, for He alone „ 

triumph of spirit over matter t He 
us, like a poet, an intermediate world that separates us 

R>pk«l with an unaccount- 

alia dSn smile. ‘Vsnjgoods 

ourselves 1 so wo wiU drink tho celebrated toast, D,u 

'""i’dlr drained the chalice 

“tfteleoKn '3'^ dmwing-rcom, 'eoiree 

is ready for them,’ said the niiiid 

frenetic toys of uoer^. as they painfully 

Forall ibat, when new joys were announced to them 
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bjr the stentorian tones of the servant, who spoke cn hu 
mster’s behalf, they all rose, leaning upon, dragging or 
carrying one another But on the threshold of the room 
the entire crew paused for a moment, motionless, as if 
fascuiatci The intemperate pleasures of the banquet 
seemed to fade away at th» titillating spectacle, prepared 
by their amphttiyon to appeal to the most sensual of their 
instincts. 

Beneath the shining wax lights m a golden chandeher, 
round about a table inlaid with gilded metal, a group of 
woni'n, whose eyes shone like diamonds, suddenly met 
the stupefied stare of the revellers. Their toilettes were 
splendid, but less magnificent than their beaut), which 
eclipsed the other marvels of this palace A light shone 
from their eyes, bewitching as those of •ircns, more bril- 
liant and ardent than the blaze that streamed down upon 
the snowy marble, the delicately carved surfaces of bronze, 
and lit up the satin sheen of the tapestry The contrasts 
of their attitudes and the slight movements of their heads, 
each differing in character and nature of attraction, set 
the heart afire It was like a thicket, where blossoms 
mingled with rubies, sapphires, and cor^ , a combinauon 
of gossamer scarves that flickered like bucon lights , of 
black ribbons about snowy throats , of gorgeous turbans 
and demurely cnticmg apparcL It was a seraglio that ap- 
pealed to every eye, and fulfllfcd every fancy Each form 
posed to admirauon was scarcelv concealed by the folds of 
cashmere, and half hidden, half revealed by transparent 
gauze and diaphanousslk The little slcnacr feet were 
eloquent, though the fresh red lips uttered no sound 
Demure and fragile looking guls, pictures of maidenly 
innocence, with a semblance of cons entual unction about 
their headsj were there like appantions that a breath 
might dissipate Aristocratic beauties with haughty 
glances , languid, flexible, slender, and complaisant, bent 
their heads as though there were roial protectors still in the 
ttiarket An Englishwoman seemed like a spirit of mel- 
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uicWr-somc c»y. pale, shadowy fom> among Osswn’s 
ousts, or a typo of romoiso flytng from arm 
Panaenno was not want.ng m afl hor beauty '>>« consists 
m an indcsccibaWc charm, armed with *17 ‘ 
weakness, i am of her costume and her P ^ 

hard, a heartless, passionless siren that yet can 

tious treasures of passion and counterfeit emo to , 

Italians shone in the throng, serene and « f 
m their bliss , handsome Norrnans, with "f 

women of thesouth, with black ha’tan w , P 
Lebcl might have summoned together a wiles, 

Versailles, who since morning ^d per bidden by 

and now ome like a troup of Oriental “idd^by 

the slave merchant to be ready to »t out at dawn 1 
stood disconcerted and “cl Th= 

together in a murtnunng ^,1, coquettishncss 

combination of timid 'i, 5„ter of calcu 

jnd a sort of expostulation V'V” b''“’a sentiment 

httnl effector aspontaneoustn^«ty Wn^t»^^^ 

of which women are never „ j enhance the 

them the cloak of J ^fnerable Taillefer’s de- 

charns of wantonness. So tl , 5^ unbridled 

sign, seemed - f by 'he 

natures were subdued *«>'” Ticre was a murmur of 
with which rT.i'bmtXkc .sS-o.”l note Wine 
admiration, which vioratcu fornnamon i instead of a 

had not taken love for travellmg corngnionj^^ 

violent tumult of ®„ave themselves up to 

surpnse, in a moment of w«kncss, gav 

luxurious rapturrt of deligm constrains 

Artists obeved *^=;r"j/jSrd. 7 crent delicate tint, 
them, and studied P Sobered bj a thought 

of these chosen from a bubble of carbonic 

perhaps due _ philosopher shudder^ at the 

acid in the bwght these women, once 

pX” «b”y Ac ttves. dcotion. .» Uii. inch one 
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doubtless could have unfolded a cruel tragedj. Infcrrul 
tortures followed tn the tram of nu»t of them, and they 
drew after them faithless men, broken vou't, and plcasuret 
atoned foe in wretchedness. Polite advances were made 
by the gues s, and conversations began, as vaned m 
cnaracter as the speakers. They broke up into groups. 
It might have bnn a fashionible drawing room where 
ladies and young girls cfTer after dinner the assistance that 
coffee, liqueurs, and sugar afford to diners who are s'rue* 
glmg in the toils of a perverse digestion But m a litue 
while laughter b*oke out, the murmur grew, and voices 
were raised The saturnalia, subdued for a moment, 
threatened at times to renew itself The alternations of 
sound and silence bore a distant resemblance to a syro* 
phony of Beeihoven'v 

Toe two friends, seated on a silken divan, were first 
approached br a ull, well proportioned girl of stately 
Innng, her feature were irregular, but her face was 
linking and vebement in expression, and impressed the 
mmd ^ the vigour of its contnuts Her dark hair fell m 
luxunant curls, with which lom* band seemed to have 
played havoc already, for the locks fell lightly over the 
spl'ndid shouldea that thus attracted attention The 
long brown cutis half hid her ouecnly throat, though 
where the light fell upon it, the delicacy of i>j fine outlines 
was revealed Her wana and vivid colouring vvas set off" 
by the dead white of her complexion Bold and ardent 
glances came from undT the long eyelashes , the damp, 
red, half-open lips challenged a kiss Her frame was 
strong but compliant , with a bust and arms strongly 
developed, as m figures drawn by the Caracci, she yet 
seemed active and elasuc, with a panther’s strength and 
wppleness, and m the same way the energeoc grace of her 
figure suggested fierce pleasures. 

But though she might romp perhaps and laugh, there 
was somethmg terrible in her eyes and her smile Like 
a pythoness possessed by the demon, she inspired rear 
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rather than pleasure. All change^ one after another, 
flashed like lightning over every mobile feature of her 
face She might captivate a jaded fancy, but a young 
man would have feared her She was like some colossal 
statue fallen from the height of a Greek temple, so grand 
when seen afar, too roughly hewn to be seen anear 
And yet, in spue of all, her terrible beauty could have 
stimulated exhaustion , her voice might charm the deaf, 
her glances might put life into the bones of the dead , 
and therefore Lmilc was vaguely reminded of one of 
Shakespeare’s tragedies — a wonderful maze, in which joy 
groans, and there is something wild even about love, and 
the magic of forgiveness and the warmth of happiness 
succeed to cruel storms of rage She was a siren that 
can both kiss and devour , laugh like a devil, or weep as 
angels can She could concentrate in one instant all a 
woman's powers of attracuon m a single effort (the sighs 
of melancholy and the charms of maiden's shyness 
alone exceptedk then in a moment rise m fury like a 
nation in revolt, and tear herself, her passion, and her 
lover, in pieces 

Dressed in red velvet, she trampled under her reckless 
feet the stray flowers fallen from other head^ and held 
out a salver to the two friends, with careless hands The 
white arms stood out in bold relief against the velvet 
Proud of her beauty , proud (who knows f) of her corrup- 
tion, she stood like a queen of pleasure, like an incarnation 
of enjoyment , the enjoyment that comes of squandering 
the accumulations of three generations , that scoffs at its 
progenitors, and makes merry over a corpse , that will dis- 
solve pearls and wreck thrones, turn old men into boys, 
and make young men prematurely old , enjoyment only 
possible to giants weary of their power, tormented by 
reflection, or for whom strife has become a playthmg 

‘ What IS your name ? ’ asked Raphael. 

* Aquilma ' 

* Out of Ff»>et Prttervtd ! * exclaimed Emile. 
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doubtless could hive urir(Jded a cruel traced^. Infernal 
tortures followed m the train of most o(^ them, and they 
drew after tbem faithless men, broken vows, and pleasures 
atoned for in wretchedness. Polite advances were made 
by the guests, and conversations began, as varied in 
character as the speakers. They broke up into groups. 
It might have been a fasSionable drawing room where 
ladies and young girls oFer after dinner the assistance that 
coiTee, liqueurs, and sugar aflbrd to diners who are stru? 
gling in the toils of a penerse digestion. Hut in a little 
while bughter broke out, the murmur grew, and voices 
were raised The saturnalia, subdued for a moment, 
threatened at times to renew itself The alternations of 
sound and silence bore a distant resemblance to s sym- 
phony of Beethoven’s. 

The two friends, seated on a silken divan, were first 
approached by a tall, well proportioned girl of stately 
b^ng, her features were irregular, but her fact was 
striking and vehement m eapress on, and impressed the 
Band the vigour of itsconuans Her dark hair fell m 
luxuriant curls, with which some hand seemed to hate 
played havoc already, for she locks fell lightly over the 
spltnd d shoulders that thus attracted attention. The 
long brawn curls half bid her ouetnly throat, thoigh 
where the light fell upon it, the delicacy of its fine outlines 
was rei ealea Her warm and vivid colouring was set oT 
by the dead wh te of her complexion Bold and ardent 
glances came from und*r the loni» eyelashes, the damp, 
red, half-open lips challenged a kiss Her frame was 
strong hut compliant , with a bust and arms strongly 
developed, as in figures drawn by the Caracci, she yet 
seemed active and elastic, svith a panther’s strength and 
mppleness, and in the same way the energeuc grace of her 
fig^ suggested fierce pleasures. 

But though she might romp perhaps and laugh, th*re 
was something tcrnble m her eyes and her smile. Like 
» pythoness possessed by the demon, she inspired rear 

I 
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of I tnow not what aspect of human life. She opposed 
to ^e vigorous and ardent expression of her commanding 
acquaintance a revelation of heartless corruption and 
voluptuous cruelty. Heedless enough to perpetrate a 
crime, hardy enough to feel no misgivings} a pitiless 
demon that wrinn larger and kinder natures with 
torments that it is incapable of knowing, that simpers 
over a traffic in love, sKms tears over a victim’s funeral, 
and beams with joy over the reading of the will. A poet 
might have admired the magnificent Aquilina ; but the 
winning Euphrasia must be repulsive to every one — the ■■ 
first was the soul of sin j the second, sin without a soul 
in it. 

* I should dearly like to know,* Emile remarked to this 
pleasing being, ‘ if you ever reflect upon your future i ’ 

‘My future I’ she answered with a Uuzh. ‘What do 
you mean by my future i Why shoula I think about 
something that does not exist as yet ? 1 never look 
before or behind. Isn’t one day at a time more than 1 
can concern myself with as it. is? And besides, the 
future, as we know, means the hospital.’ 

* How can you foresee a future in the hospital, and 
make no effort to avert it ?* 

* What is there so alarming about the hospital ? ’ asked 
the terrific Aquilina. * When W'c are’ neither wives nor 
mothers, when old age draws black stockings over our 
limbs, sets wrinkles on our brows, withers up the woman 
in us, and darkens the light in our lover’s eyes, what 
could we need when that comes to pass? You would 
look on us then as mere human clay } we with our habili- 
ments shall he for you like so much mud — worthless, life- 
less, crumbling to pieces, gwng about with tlic rustle of 
dead leaves. Rags or the cWntiest finery will be as one 
to us then ; the ambergris of the boudoir will breathe an 
odour of death and dry bones } and suppose there vs a 
bean there in that mud, not one of you but would make 
tnock of it, not so mu^ as a memory will you spare to 



The Talisman 


67 

‘ and yet I had worked night and day to keep my lover I 
i am not to be gulled by any smile or vow, and I nave set 
myself to make one long entertainment of my life * 

‘But does not happiness come from the soul withm ?’ 
cned Raphael 

‘ It may be so/ Aquihna answered , * but is it nothing 
to be conscious of admiration and flattery, to tnumph 
over other women, even over the most virtuous, humiliating 
them before our beauty and our splendour 1 Not only 
so , one day of our life is worth ten years of a bourgtotst 
existence, and so it is all summed up ’ 

‘Is not a woman hateful without virtue 1’ Rmile said 
to RaphaeL 

iuphrasia’s glance was like a viper's, as she said with an 
ironv m her voice that cannot be rendered— 

* V irtue I we leave that to deformity and to ugly women 
What would the poor things be without it 

‘ Hush, be quiet,’ EmiJe broke in ‘ Don’t talk about 
sometbingyou have never known * 

I have never known!* Euphrasia answered 
* You give yourself for life to some person you abominate, 
you must bring up children who will neglect you, who 
wound your ver) heart, and you must say, “ Thank you 1 " 
for It , and these are the virtues you prescribe to woman 
And that IS not enough By way of requiting her self- 
denial, you must come and add to her sorrows by trying 
to lead her astray , and though you are rebuffed, she is 
compromised A nice life I How far better to keep 
one’s freedom, to follow one’s inclinations m love, and die 
young ’ 

‘ Have you no fear of the price to be paid some day for 
all this?’ 

‘Even then/ she said, ‘mstead of mingling pleasures 
and troubles, my life will consist of two separate parts — 
a youth of happiness is secure, and there may come a 
hazy, uncertain old age, dunng which I can suffer at my 
leisure ' 
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us. Is not our existence precisely the same whether we 
live m a fine mansion with lap-dogs to tend, or sort rags 
m a workhouse ? Docs it make much difference whether 
we shall hide our grey beads beiuath lace or a handker- 
chief striped with blue and red , whether we sweep a 
crossing with a birch broom, or the steps of the Xuilenes 
with satins, whether we sit beside a gilded hearth, of 
cower over the ashes in a red earthen pot , whether we 
go to the Opera or look on in the Place de Greve ? ’ 

* Jquihna mia, you have never shown more sense than 
m this depressing fit of yours,’ Luphrasia remarked. 

, Cashmere, punt d'Jlnfatiy perfumes, gold, silks, 
lujwry, everything that sparkles, everything pleasant, 
belones to youth alone Time alone may show us 
our folly, but good fortune will acquit us. You are 
laughing at me, she went on, with a malicious glance at 
the fnends, ‘but am I not right? I would sooner die 
of pleasure than of illness. I am not afflicted with a 
mana for perpetuity, nor have I a great veneration 
for human nature, such as God has made it. Give me 
millions, and I would squander them , I should not keep 
one centime for the year to come Live to be charming 
wd have power, that is the decree of my every hcart- 

Society sanctions my I.fc, d^s it not pay for my 
vagances ? Why does Providence pay me cveiy mom- 
I “ ^ «''"y evening ? Why are 

<»pi built for us ? And Providence did not put good 
and evil on cither hand for us to select what tires and 
pains u^ I should be very foolish if I did not amuse myself’ 
And how ^ut others?’ asked Emile 
T n..r must manage for themselves. 

T at their woes to weeping over my own. 

« ” S've me the slightest uneasiness:’ 

fepSd ““‘fc you 

aii >>“» forafcn for on mbenmer.’ rh. 

aid, smkmg an attitude that displayed all her charms. 
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interlaced figures blended with the white marbles, the 
noble masterpieces of sculpture that adorned the rooms. 

Though the two friends yet preserved a sort of fallacious 
clearness m their ideas and voices, a feeble appearance and 
hint thnl] of animation, it was yet almost impossible to 
distinguish svhat was real among the fantastic absurdities 
before them, or what foundation there was for the impossible 
pjcrures that passed unceasingly before their weary eyes. 
The strangest phenomena of dreams beset them, the 
lowenng heavens, the fervid sweetness caught by faces in 
our visions, and unheard-of agihty under a load of cham^ — 
all these so vividly, that they took the pranks of the orgy 
about them for the fi-eaks of some nightmare in which au 
movement is silent, and cncs never reach the ear. The 
vaUt dt ehambrt succeeded just then, after some little 
difficulty, in drawing his master into the antechamber to 
whisper to him~ 

‘ The neighbours are all at their window's, complaining 
of the racket, sir ’ 

* If noise alarms theoijWhy don’t they lay down straw 
before their doors ?' was Taillefer’s rejoinder. 

ilapbael’s sudden burst of laughter was so unseasonable 
and abrupt, that bis fnend demanded the reason of his 
unseemly hilarity. 

* You will hardly understand m^’ he replied * In the 
first place, I must admit that you stopped me on the Quai 
Voltaire lust as I was about to throw mpelf into the 
Seine, and j'ou would like to know, no doubly my motives 
for dying. And when I proceed to tell you that by an 
almost miraculous chance the most poetic memorials of 
the material world had but just then been summed up for 
me as a symbolical interpretation of human wisdom , 
whilst at this minute the remains of all the intellectual 
treasures ravaged by us at table are comprised in these 
two women, the living and authentic types of folly, would 
you be any the wiser? Our profound apathy towards 
men and things supplied the half-tones m a crudely con- 
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‘ She has never loved/ came in the deep tones of 
Aquilina’s voice ‘ She never went a hundred leagues to 
dnnk in one look and i denial with untold raptures. She 
has not hung her own hfc on a thread, nor tned to stab 
more than one man to save her sovereign lord, her king, her 
divinitj. . . . Love, for her, meant a fascinating colonel.’ 

* Here she is with her Rochelle,’ Euphmu made 
answer. ‘ Love comes like the wind, no one knows 
whence And, for that matter, if one of those brutes had 
once fallen m love with ^ou, you would hold sensible men 
in horror * 

* Brutes arc pul out of the question by the Code,’ said 
the tall, sarcastic Aquilma. 

‘I thought you had more kindness for the army/ 
bughed Euphrasia. 

‘ How happy they are in their power of dethroning 
their reason ui this way/ Raphael exclaimed. 

* Happy 1* asked Aquilma, with a dreadful look, and * 
tttule fuii of pity and terror * Ah, you do not know 
what It IS to be eonderened to a life of pleasure, with your 
dead hidden in your heart. . . .’ 

A moment’s consideration of the rooms was like a fore- 
taste of Mdton’s Pandemonium. The faces of those still 
capable of drinking were a hideous blue tint, from burning 
draughts of punch. Mad dances were kept up with wild 
energy, exated bughter and outenes broke out like the 
’ explos on of fireworks The boudoir and a small adjoin- 
ing room were strewn like a battlefield with the insensible 
and incapable. ^Vllw, pleasure, and dispute had heated the 
atmosphere. Wme and love, delinum and unconscious- 
ness possessed them, and were wntten upon all Bees, upon 
the furniture , were expressed by the surrounding disorder, 
and brought light film* over the vision of those assembled, 
so that the ait seemed fuU of intoxicating vapour. A 
glittering dust arose, as m the luminous padis made by a 
ray of sunlight, the most bnane forms fiitted through it, 
grotesque struggles were seen athwart it. Groups of 
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Pyrrhus set betwixt good and evil, or BuriJan’s ass 
between the t^vo measures of oats But let this cver- 
hstmg question alon^ resolved to-day by a “ Yes " and a 
“ No^ What experience did you look to find by a jump 
into the Seme? Were you jealous of the hjdrauhc 
machine on the Pont Notre Dame ? ' 

* Ah, if you but knew my history I ’ 

* Pooh,’ said Emile ,*1 aid not think you could be so 
commonplace , that remark « hackneyed Don’t you 
know that every one of us claims to have sufTcred as no 
other ever did ?* 

* Ah > * Raphael sighed 

* What a mountclank art thou with thy Ah ” ( Look 
here, now ( Docs some disease of mmd or body, by con- 
tracting your muscles, bnng back of a morning the wild 
horses that tear you in pieces at night, as with Damiens 
once upon a time ? Were you driven to sup off your own 
dog m a garret, uncooked and without salt ? Have your 

<JV«* **/ ATT ffff.Tgq' fOU SoM 

^our mistress’s hair to hazard the money at play? 
Have you ever drawn a sham bill of exchange on a 
fictitious uncle at a sham address, and feared Test you 
should not be m time to take it up ? Come now, I am 
attending ! If you were going to drown yourself for 
some woman, or by way of a protest, or out of sheer 
dulness, I disown you Make your confession, and no 
lies 1 1 don’t at all want a historical memoir And, 
above all things, be as conase as your clouded intellect 
permits , I am as critical as a professor, and as sleepy as a 
woman at her vespers,’ 

‘You silly fooU’ Said Raphael ‘Whci\ has not 
suffering been keener for a more susceptible nature? 
Some day when science has attained to a pitch that 
enables us to study the natural history of hearty when 
they arc named and dassified m genera, sub-genera, and 
families , into crustacese, fi»$ils, saunans, infusoria, or 
whatever it is, — then, my dear fellow, it will be ascer- 
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tmtcd pic^e of two theoncs of life so diametncall/ 
opfK^d If you were not drunr, you might pcrhaw 
catch a gleam of philosophy in this.’ b 

Md if you had not both feet on that fascinating 
Aqmlina, whoM heavy breathing suggests an analogy with 
^sounds of a storm about to burst,’ replied Emile, 
^ *r*^ged in the harmless amusement of winding 
^d unwinding Euphrasu’s hair, * you would be ashamed 
mS , Bolh your systems on be 

with 11 bii”io brings a stupid kind nf wisdnm 

the oih*ri s a”*'?? ^ intelligence with work , and nn 
nr '!■' "f the abstract 

Wisdom n moral world, produces a sort of 

brief be summed np in 

or we mav emotion, and so live to old age, 

temoerinen« ^ '» « variance with the 

Idiot ! Raphael burst m < 

*elf after that fe.!..,,,. a epitomising your- 

atlemptedV, f„™'& “s'' fill vnlnme^ 'if I 

« weS Mv th« clearly, I might 

wits, and punfied hv * hy the oiercise of his 

who\ fin^c of « calhng the 

live with the wise or whether we 

the same sooner or UteS 

constituents of the ® P'’""® 

before expressed m a couj?orwordi!^k‘^**'“* 
nara * w®r(«~— Garjfpwty, rarji- 

stupidity I, u' ”***enM of a God, for your 

Emile ‘bur 

ye'“r « Gitymgyry, f '^ord than 

t»'gne derived his own @«l . Mon- 

■word of moral saence w After all, this last 

*oencc IS warcely more than the cry of 
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A WOMAN WITHOUT A HEART 

ArTER. a moment’s silence, Ra{»hael said with a careless 
gesture — • 

‘Perhaps it is an effect of the fumes of punch~I 
really cannot tell — this clearness of mind that enables me 
to comprise my whole life in a single picture, where figures 
and hues, lights, shades, and half-tones are faithfully ren- 
dered. 1 should not have been so surprised at this poetical 
play of imagination if it were not accompanied with a 
sort of scorn for my past Joys and sorrows. Seen from 
alar, my life appears to contract by some mental process. 
That long, slow agony of ten years’ duration can be 
brought to memory tooay in some few phrases, in which 
pain 1 $ resolved into a mere idea, and pleasure becomes 
a philosophical reflection. Instead of feeling things 1 
weigh and consider them—’ 

‘You are as tiresome as the explanation of an amend- 
ment,’ cned Emile- 

‘Very likely,’ said Raphael submissively. *I spare 
you the first seventeen years of my life for fear of 
abusing a listener’s patience. Till that time, like you 
and thousands of others, I had lived my life at school or 
the lyc‘f, with its imaginaiy troubles and genuine happi- 
nesses, which are so pleasant to look back upon. Our 
Jaded pabtes srill crave Sot that Lenten fare, so long as we 
luve not tried it afresh. It was a pleasant life, with the 
tasks that we thought so contemptible, but which taught 
us application for aJl that. ... * 

‘Let the drama begin,’ said Emile, half-plainlively, 
haif-comically. 

‘When I left school,’ Raphael went on, with a gesture 
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tamed that there are natures as tender and fragile as 
Sowers, that are broken bj the slight bruises that some 
stony hearts do not even feel—* 

* For pi^'s sake, spare me thy exordium,* said Emile, 
as, half plamtive, half amused, he took Raphael's band. 
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he had promised me a treat months beforehand, he would 
take me to Les Bouffons, or to a concert or ball, where 
I hoped to find a mtstrest. ... A mistress } that meant 
independence. But bashful and timid as I was, knowing 
nobody, and ignorant of the dialect of drawing-rooms, I 
always came back as a a'kward as ever, and swaling with 
unsatisfied desires, to be put in harness like a troop horse 
next day by my father, and to return with morning to 
my advocate, the Palais dc Justice, and the law. To 
have swerved from the straight course which aiy father 
had mapped out for me, would have drawn down his 
wrath upon me ; at my first delinquency, he threatened 
to ship me off as a cabm-bojr to the Antilles. A dreadful 
shiver ran through me if 1 bad ventured to spend a 
couple of hours in some pleasure party 

* Imagine the most wandering imagination and passionate 
temperament, the teoderest soul and most artistic nature, 
dwelling continually m the presence of the most flmt- 
hearred, ar/abiliou^ and /rigid nun cn earO) ) think of me 
as a young girl married to a skeleton, and you will under* 
stand the life whose curious scenes can only be a hearsay 
tale to you , the plans for running away that penshed at 
the sight of my father, the despair soothed by slumber, 
the dark broodings charmed away by music. 1 breathed 
my sorrows forth tn melodies. Beethoven or Mozart 
would keep my confidences sacred. Nowadays, I smile 
at recollections of the scruples which burdened my con- 
science at that epoch of innocence and virtue. 

* If I set foot in a restaurant 1 gave myself up for lost ; 
my fancy led me to look on a cafe as a disreputable 
haunt where men lost their characters and embarrassed 
their fortunes j as for engaguig in play, I had not the 
money to risk. Oh, if I needed to send you to sleep, I 
would tell you about one of the most frightful pleasures 
of my life, one of those pleasures with fangs that bury 
themselves in the heart as the branding-iron enters the 
convict’s shoulder. I was at a ball at the house of the 
Due de Navarrcins, my fotber's couan. But to make 
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that claimed the n!;ht of speaking, * my father suhmitted 
me to a strict disapUnc , he insuilcd me m a room near 
hts own study, and 1 had to nse at five in the morning and 
be m bed by nine at night He meant me to uke my 
law studies seriously I attended the Schools, and read 
with an advocate as well , but my lectures and work were 
so narrowly arcumsenbed by the laws of time and space, 
and my father required such a stnet account of mv 
domes, at dinner, that * 

‘What is this to me?* asked Emile. 

‘The devil take you !* said Raphael ‘How are you 
to enter into my feelings if I do not relate the facts that 
insensibly shaped mr character, made me timid, and pro- 
longed the penod of youthful simpl city? In this manner 
I cowered under as stna a despotism as a monarch’s till I 
came of age To depict the tedium of my life, it will 
be perhaps enough to portray my father for you He 
was tall, thin, and slight, with a hatchet face, and pale 
complexion , a man of few words, fidgety as an old 
maid, exacting as a senior clerk. His paternal solicitude 
hovered over my mernment and gleeful thoughts, and 
seemed to cover them with a leaden pall Any effusive 
demonstration on my part was received by nim as a 
childish absurdity I was far more afraid of him than I 
had been of any of our masten at school. 

‘I seem to see him before me at this moment In his 
chestnut brown frock-coat be looked like a red hemng 
wrapped up m tbe cover of a pamphlet, and he held him- 
self as erect as an Easter candle But I was fond of my 
&ther, and at heart he was nght enough Perhaps we 
never hate seventy when it has its source in greatness of 
character and pure morals, and is skilfully tempered with 
kindness. My fother, it is tnj^ never left me a moment 
to myself, and only when I was twenty )cars old gave 
me so much as ten francs of my own, ten knavish prodi- 
gM of francs, such a hoard asl had long vainly desired, 
wm^ set me a-dreamiag of unutterable frliaty , yet. for 
tU that, he sought to procure relaxations for me VVhen 
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betted on a stout, jovial Ltt!e man, heaping upon his 
bead mo'C prayers and rows than are put up during two 
or three storms at sea Then, with an intuitive scoun* 
drehsm, or Machiavclism, surprising in one of my age, I 
went and stood in the door, and loolced about me in the 
rooms, though I saw nothing, for both mind and ejes 
hovered about that fetefut green cloth 

* That evening fixes the date of a first observation of a 
physiological kind , to it I owe a kind of insight into 
certain mystenes of our double nature that I have since 
been enabled to penetrate 1 had my back turned on the 
table where my future fehaty lay at stake, a felicity but 
so much the more intense that it was cnminaL Be- 
tween me and the players stood a wall of onlookers some 
five deep, who were chatting, the murmur of voices 
drowned the clinking of gold, which mingled m the 
sounds sent up by this orchestra , yet, despite all obstacles, 
I distinctly heard the words of the two players by a gift 
accorded to the passions, which enables them to annihiUte 
time and space. I saw the points they made, 1 knew 
which of the two turned up the king as well as if I had 
actually seen the cards » at a distance of ten paces, m 
short, the fortunes of play blanched my face. 

*My lather suddenly went hi, and then I knew what 
the Scripture meant by *‘Tne Spint of God passed 
before his face” I bad won. I slipped through the 
crowd of men who had gathered about the pbsers with 
the quickness of an eel escaping through a broken mesh 
in a net My nerves tlinlled with joy instead of anguish 
I felt like some criminal on the way to torture released 
by a chance meeting with the king It happened that a 
man with a decoration found himself short by forty 
francs Uneas) eyes suspected me , I turned pale, and 
dixjps of perspiration stood on my forehead I was well 
punished, I thought, for havine robixd my father Then 
the kind little s'ouC man taio, m a voice like an angels 
surely, " All these gentlemen have paid their stakes,” and 
put down the forty francs himself I raised try head m 
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mjr position the more perfectly clear, you must know 
that 1 wore a threadbare coat, lU-fittin? rhoes, a tie fit 
for a stableman, and a toiled pair of moves. I shrank 
into a corner to eat ices and watch the pretty faces at 
my leisure My father noticed me. Actuated by some 
mouse that I did not fathooi, so dumbfounded was I by 
this act of confidence, he handed me his keys and purse 
to keep Ten paces away some men svere gambling I 
heard the rattling of gold , I was twenty years old } I 
longed to be steeped for one whole day m the follies of 
my time of life It svas a licence of the imagination that 
would find a parallel neither in the freaks of courtesans, 
nor in the dreams of young girls, k or a year past I had 
beheld myself well dresse^ in a carnage, with a pretty 
woman by my side, pUying the great lord, dining at 
Very’s, dcading not to go feck home till the morrow ; 
but seas preparM for father with a plot more intneate 
than the Marnage of Ff|ar<^ which he could not posriWy 
have unravelled. All this bliss ssould cost, I esumateo, 
fifty oowns. Was u not the artless idea of pla)Tng 
truant that still had charms for me 1 

‘ I went into a small adjo ning room, and when alone 
coun ed my fiithct’s money with smarting eyes and 
tremb'ing Singers — a hundred crosvns I The joys of my 
escapade rose before me at the thought of the amount , 
joys that flitted about me bke hlacbeth’s witches round 
their caldron , joys how allunng * how thniling I how 
delicious 1 1 became a dehberate rascal I heeded 

neither my tingling ears nor the violent beating of my 
heart, but took out two twenty-franc pieces that I seem 
to see yet The dates bad been erased, and Bonaparte’s 
head simpered upon them After I had put back the 
purse in my pocket, I returned to a gaming table with 
the two peccs of gold in the palms of my ^mp hands, 
prowling about the players Lke a sparrow hawk round a 
coop of chickens. Xonnented by inexpressible terror, I 
flung a sudden clairvoyant glance round me, and feeling 
quivS sure that I was seen by none of my acquaintance. 
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claim to your gratitude, Raphael,** he went on, m a kind 
but dignified way, “it is brause I have preserved your 
youth from the evils that destroy young men in Pans 
Wc will be two fnends henceforth In a year’s time 
you will be a doctor of law. Kot without some hardship 
and pnvation you have acquired the sound knowledge 
and the love of, and appheanon to, work that is mdis- 
pensable to public men. You must learn to know me, 
Raphael I do not want to make either an advocate or 
a notary^of you, but a statesman, who shall be the pride 
of our poor house. . . . Good-nigh^” he added 

‘From that day my father took me fully into confidence. 
I was an only son , and, ten years before I had lost my 
mother. In time past my father, the head of a historic 
family remembered even now in Auvergne, had come to 
Pans to fight against his evil star, dissatisfied at the 
prospect of tilling the soil, with his useless sword by his 
side. He was endowed wilh the shrewdness that gives 
the men of the south of France a certain ascendency 
when energy goes «ith it Almost unaided, he made a 
position for himself near the fountain of power. The 
Revolution brought a reverse of fortune, but he had 
managed to marry an heiress of good family, and, in the 
time of the Tmpire, appeared to be on the point of 
restoring to our house its ancient splendour. 

‘The Restoration, while it brought back considerable 
property to my mother, was my father’s rum. He had 
formerly purchased several estates abroad, conferred by 
the Emperor on his generals , and now for ten years he 
struggled with liquidators, diplomatists, and Prussian and 
Bavarian courts of law, over the disputed possession of 
these unfortunate endowments My father plunged me 
into the intricate labyrinths of law proceedings on which 
our future depended. We might be compelled to return 
the rents, as well as the proceeds arising from sales 
of timber made dunng the years 1814 to 1817, in that 
case my mother’s property would have barely saved our 
credit. So It fell out that the day on which my father 
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tnumph upon the players After I had returned the 
money I had taken from it to my father's purse, I left 
my winnings with that honest and worthy gentleman, who 
continued to win As soon as I found myself possessed 
of a hundred and sixty francs, I wrapped them up m 
my handkerchief, so that they could neither move nor 
rattle on the way back , and 1 played no more 

‘“What were you doing at the card tahicf " said my 
father as sse stepped into the carnage 

‘ “ I was looking on,” I answercfT, trembling 

* “But It would have been nothing out of the common 
if you had been prompted by self love to put some money 
down on the table. In the eyes of men of the world you 
are quite old enough to assume the right to commit such 
follies. So I should have pardoned you, Raphael, if you 
had made use of my purse . ” 

* I did not answer When we reached home, I returned 
the keys and money to my father As he entered his 
study, he emptied out hts purse on the mantelpiece, counted 
the money, and turned to me with a kindly look, taying, 
with more or less long and significant pauses between 
each phrase — 

‘“My boy, you arc very nearly twenty now I am 
satisfied with you. You ought to have an allowance, if 
only to teach you how to lay it out, and to gam some 
acquaintance with everyday business Henceforward 1 
shall let you have a hundred francs each month Here 
is your tint quarter’s income for this year," he added, 
fingenng a pile of gold, as if to make sure that the 
amount was correct. ‘ Do what you please with it ’ 

‘I confess that I was ready ro fling myself at his feet, 
to teU him that I was a thief, a scoundrel, and, worse 
than all, a liar 1 But a feeling of shame held me back. 
I went up to him for an embrace, but he gently pushed 
me away 

You are a man now, iBj fij/d,” he said “Whatl 
have just done was a verr proper and simple thing, for 
which there is no need to thank me. If I have any 
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was buned Perhaps arguments and ciasion^ philo- 
sophical, philanthropic, and political considerations 
would not /ail me now, to hwder the perpetration of 
what my solicitor termed a “folly,” but at one and- 
twenty, I repeat, we are all aglow with generosity and 
affection The tears that stood in my father’s eyes were 
to me the most splendid of fortune^ and the thought of 
those tears has often soothed my sorrow Ten months 
after he had paid his creditor^ my father died of grtef 5 I 
was bis idol, and he had ruined me 1 The thought killed 
him Towards the end of the autumn of 1S26, at the 
age of twenty-two, I ivas the sole mourner at his grave- 
side — the grave of my ^ther and my earliest friend Not 
many young men have found themselves alone v. ith their 
thoughtsas they followed a hearse, or have seen themselves 
lost m crowded Pans, and without money or prospects. 
Orphans rescued b? public chanty have at any rate the 
future of the battlefield before them, and find a shelter in 
some institution and a father m the government or in the 
Prseurtvr du r»i I had nothing 

‘Three months later, an agent made over to me eleven 
hundred and twelve francs, the net proceeds of the 
winding up of my ftther’s affairs Our creditors had 
dnven us to sell our furniture From m^ childhood I 
had been used to set a high value on the articles of luxury 
about us, and I could not help showing my astonishment 
at the sight of this meagre balance. 

*“ 0 ^ rococo, all of it I” said the auctioneer A 
ternble word that fell like a blight on the sacred mcm- 
ones of my childhood, and dispelled my earliest illusions, 
the dearest of all My entire fortune was comprised m 
this “account rendered,” my future lay in a linen bag 
with eleven hundred and twelve francs m human 
society stood before me in the person of an auctioneer*! 
clerk, who kept bis bat on while he spoke Jonathas, an 
old servant who was much attached to me^ and 'nhom 
my mother had formerly pensioned with an annuity of 
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In a fashion emancipated hrought me under a most 

r iling joke 1 entered on a conflict like a battlefield , 
must work day and nights icek interviews with sutes- 
men, turpnse tneir convictions^ try to interest them in 
our affairs, and gam them over, with their wives and 
servants, and their very dogs t and all this abominable 
business had to take the mrm of pretty speeches and 
polite attentions Then I knew the mortifications that 
had left their blighting traces on my father's face For 
about a )ear I led outwardly the life of a man of the 
world, but enormous iabours lay beneath the surface of 
gadding about, and eager efforts to attach myself to 
influential kinsmen, or to people likely to be useful to us. 
My relaxations were lawsuits, and memoruls still furnished 
the staple of my conversation Hitherto my life had been 
blameless, from the sheer impossibility of indulging the 
desires of youth , but now I became my own master, and 
in dread of involving us both m rum by some piece of 
negligence, I did not dare to allow mywlf any pleasure 
or expenditure. 

‘ while we are young, and before the world has rubbed 
off the delicate bloom ffom our sentiments, the freshness 
of our impressions, the noble punty of conscience which 
will never allow us to palter with evil, the sense of duty 
IS very strong within us, the voice of honour clamours 
within us, and we are open and straightforward At 
that time I was all these things I wished to justify my 
father’s confidence in me. But lately I would have stolen 
a paltry sum from him, with secret delight , but now 
that I shared the burden of his affairs, of his name and 
of his house, I would secretly have given up my fortune 
and my hopes for him, as I was sacrificing my pleasures, 
and even have been glad of the saenfia! So when 
Mde Villele exhumH, for our special benefit, an 
imperial decree concerning forfeitures, and had ruined 
■us, I authonsed the sale of my property, only retaining 
an island in the middle of tie Loire where my mother 
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I came away with an inexperienced heart, and fresh in 
niind Like every grown I sighed in secret for a 
love affair I met, among young men of my own age, 
a set of swaggerers who held their heads high, and talked 
about tnflesas they seated themselves without a tremor 
beside women who inspired awe m me They chattered 
nonsense, sucked the beads of their canes, gate themselves 
affected sirs, appropriated the fsirest women, and laid, or 
pretended that they had laid their heads on every pillow 
Pleasure, seemingly, was at their beck and call , they 
looked on the most virtuous and prudish as an easy prey, 
ready to surrender at a word, at the slightest impudent 
gesture or insolent look I deebre, on my “oul and con- 
science, that the attainment of power, or of a great name 
in literature, seemed to me an easier victory than a 
success with some young, witty, and gracious Uoy of high 
degree 

• So I found the tumult of my heart, my feelings, and 
m) creeds all at lanance with the axioms of society I 
had plenty of audacity m my character, but none m my 
manner Later, I found out that women did not like to 
be implored I have from afar adored many a one to 
whom I devoted a soul proof against all tests, a heart 
to break, energy that shrank from no sscnlice and from 
no torture, thr^ accepted fools whom I would not 
have engaged as ball porters. How often, mute and 
motionless, base I not admired the lady of my dreamy 
swaying m the dance j given up my life m thought to 
one eternal caress, expressed all my hopes in a loo^ and 
htd before her, in mr rapture, z young man’s love, which 
should outstrip all fables. At some moments I was ready 
to ba'-ter my whole life for one single night. ^VcI4 as I 
could never Bnd a listener for my impassioned proposals, 
eyes to rest my own upon, a heart made for my heart, 1 
KVed on in all the suffennp of impotent force that con- 
»um« Itself, lacking either opportuni^ or courage or 
experience I despaued, maybe, of making myself under- 



84 The Wild Ass’s Skin 

four hundred francs, spolre to me as I was leaving the 
house that I had so often gaily left for a drive in ray 
childhood. 

‘“Be very economical. Monsieur Raphael • ” 

**rhe good fellow was crying 

‘Such were the events, dear Emile, that ruled my 
destinies, moulded my character, and set me, while still 
y^e, in an utterly false soaal position,’ said Raphael 
after a pause. ‘Family ties, weak ones, it u true, bound 
me to a few wealthy houses, but my own pnde would 
Mve kept me aloof from them if contempt and mdiffercnce 
had not shut their doors on me in the fiist place I was 
related to people who were very m^uential, and who 
UTished thetr patronage on strangers , but I found neither 
relations nor patrons m them. Continually circumscribed 
m my affections, they recoled upon me. Unreserved 
Md simple by nature I must have appeared Ihgid and 
sophistioted My lather’s discipline bad destroyed sdl 
wnftdmce m myself I was shy and awkward , I could 
not beheve iat my opinion earned any weight what- 
««, I took no pfeasure m myself. I thought myself 
ugly and was ashamed to meet my own cyeC In spite 
of the inward voice that must be the stay of a man snth 
anything m in all his struggles, the voice that cries, 
Murage I Go fo^d I ” m spue of sudden revelations 
o» my ovm strength m my sditudc , in spite of the hopes 
tilled me as I compared new wor^ that the public 
ircd so much, with the schemes that hovered m my 
bnin^_m spue of all this, I had a childish mistrust of 
myself 

iUi overweening ambition preyed upon roe, I believed 
I TO mcMt for great things, and yet I felt myself to 
^ °**d of other men, and I was friend 

T „ ^ found I must make my way in the world, where 
I qmte alone, and bashful, mth/r than afraid. 

1 .1,^ “* *>r wish, 

myself mto the whirlpool of fashionable sooety. 
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jorrows, and feelings , to know merely the outward 
events of a man’s life would only serve to make a 
chronological table — a foors notion of history ' 

Emile was so much struck with the bitter tones in 
which these words were spoken, that he began to pay 
close attention to KaphacI, whom he v/atched with a 
bewildered expression 

‘Now,’ continued the speaker, ‘all these things that 
befell me appear in a new light. TTic sequence of events 
that I once thought so unfortunate created the splendid 
powers of which, later, I became so proud If I may 
b'lieve you, I possess the power of readily expressing my 
thoughts, and 1 could take » forward place in the great 
field of Imowledge , and is not this the result of saentific 
curiosity, of excessive application, and a Jove of reading 
which possessed me from the age of seven till my entry on 
Lfe ? The very neglect m which 1 was left, and the con- 
seauent habits of self repression and self concentration , 
dm not these things teach me how to consider and 
reflect! Nothing in me was squandered m obedience to 
the exactions of the world, which humble the proudest 
soul and reduce it to a mere husk , and was it not this 
\ery fact that refined the emotional part of my nature 
till it became the perfected instrument of a loftier purpose 
than passionate desires? 1 remember watching the 
women who mistook me with all the insight of 
contemned love 

*I can see now that my natural smeenty must have 
been displeasing to them , women, perhaps, even require 
a little h) pocrisy And J, who in the same hour’s space 
am alternately a man and a child, frivolous and thought 
ful, free from bus and bnmful of superstition, and often 
times myself as much a woman as any of them , how 
should they do otherwise than take my simplicinr for 
cjmcism, my innocent candour for impudence? They 
found my knowledge tiresome j my feminine languor, 
weakness. I was hwd to be listless and incapable of love 
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stood, or I feared to be understood but too well t >nd yet 
the storm within me was ready to burst at every chance 
courteous look In spite of my readiness to take the 
semblance of interest in look or word for a tenderer 
solicitude, 1 dared neither to speak nor to be silent 
seasonably My words «cw inugnilicant, and my silence 
stupid, by sheer stress of emotion 1 was too ingenuous, 
no doubt, for that artificial bfe, led by candle ltgh^ where 
every thought is exorcssed in conventional phrases, or by 
words that fashion dictates t and not only so, I had not 
l«rned how to employ speech that says nothing, and 
silence that says a great deal In short, I concealed the 
nres that consumed me, and wiih such a soul as women 
wish to find, with all the elevation of soul that they 
long for, and a mettle that fools plume themselves upon, 
all women have been cruelly treacherous to me 

So m my simpliaty I admired the heroes of this set 
when they bragKd about tbeir eenquesta, and never 
H th«m of l,mg No doubt it ™ » iitisale to 
wsh for a love that springs for a word’s »ke , to expect 
to find in the heart of a vam, frivolous woman, greedy 
for luxu^and intoxicated wiO. vanity, the greJt seaof 
r\ tempestuously m my own breast. 

? u ‘ ^ to make some 

w * *PP'ness, and yet to find not one, not even 
^^«cc!.ne, not so much as an old 
iuiJ i J Oh I to carry a treasure m your wallet, and 
arlm, " . ^hdd, or inquisitive young girl, to 

admire it 1 In my despa r 1 oftenVished to kiirnTyself 
^ Finely tragical to-night I " cned Emile 
«tf « mylfe,’ Raphael answered 

friendship is not suong enough to bear with my 
fnr cannot put up with half an hour’s tedium 

jL- ** c, go to sleep 1 But, then, never ask again for 
over me, that come, 
▼ouarerni. .4 "*** ^ ^’O'" mysclf before. If 

7 J Bsimanjyounmstknowhissecretthoughts, 
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thtir lovers, they must draw near to me — to me, so sickly, 
shy, and poor. J'or her, who should take pity on me, my 
heart held in store such gratitude over and beyond love, 
that I had worshipped her her whole life long Later, 
my observations have taught me bitter truths. 

* In this way, dear Emile, I ran the risk of remaining 
compamonless for good The incomprehensible bent of 
women’s minds appears to lead them to see nothing but 
the weak points in a clever roan, and the strong points of 
a fool. They feel the liveliest sympathy with the fool’s 
good qualities, which perpetually flatter their own defects , 
while the) hM the men of ulent hxrdlf agreeable enough 
to compensate for bis shortcomings. All capacity is a 
sort of intermittent /ever, awd no woman is anxious to 
share in its discomforts only, they look to hud m their 
lovers the wherewithal to gran^ their own vanity. It u 
themselves that the? love in us I But the artist, poor and 
proud, along with bis endowment of creative power, is 
furnished with an aggressive egotism I Everything about 
him IS imolved m I know not what whirlpool of his 
ideas, and even his mistress must gyrate along with them. 
How IS a woman, spoilt with prais^ to believe in the love 
of a man like that I Will she go to seek him out? 
That sort of lover has not the leisure to sit beside a sofa 
and give himself up to the sentimental simpenngs that 
women are so fond of, and on which the false and unfeel- 
ing pnde themselves He cannot spare the time from 
his work, and how can he afford to humble himself and go 
a masquerading! 1 was ready to give my life once and 
for all, but I could not degrade it m deuil. Besides, there 
u something indescnbaMy paltry in a stockbroker’s uctica, 
who runs on errands for some insipid affected woman j 
all this disgusts an artist. Love tn the abstract is not 
enough for a great man in poverty; he has need of its 
utmost devotion. The fnrolous creatures who spend 
their lives m trying on cashmeres, or make themselves 
into clothes-pejt to bang the ftihtont from, exact thi 
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or of steady purpose i i loo ■ctirc Imistnatlon, that 
curse of poets, was no iSoubt the cause. h(y iiknce s^s 
idiotic i and as I daresay I atarmed them by my cfTorts to 
please, women one and alt have condemned me. With 
tean and mortihcation, 1 bowed before the decision of 
the world , but ror distress was not barren. I determined 
to revenge mrsel/ on society} I would dominate the 
feminine intellect, and so have the feminine soul at my 
mercy t all eyes thoidd be fixed upon me, when tbe 
servant at the door announced mr name. 1 had determined 
from my childhood that I would be a great man j I said 
with Andre Chenier, as 1 struck my forehead, “There Is 
something underneath that I “ I felt, I believed, the 
thought within me that ! roust express, the system 1 
must establish, the knowledge 1 must interpret. 

* Let me pour out my folTiet, dear Emile j to-day I am 
barely twenty«siz years old, certain of dying unreco^ised, 
and I have never been the lover of the woman 1 dreamed or 
possessuig Hate we not all of us, more or less, believed 
in the r^ty of a thing because we wished it ? I would 
never have a young man for my friend who did not place 
himself in dreams upon a pedestal, weave crowns for his 
head, and have complaisant mistresies. I myself would 
often be a general, nay, emperor } 1 have been a Byron, 
wd then a nobody. After this sport on these pinnacles of 
human achievement, I beame aware that all the diffi- 
culties and steeps of life were yet to face. My exuberant 
sclf-cstCOT came to my aid j I had that intense belief in 
my destiny, which perhaps amounts to genius in those 
who will not permit themselves to be distracted by contact 
with the world, as sheep that leave their wool on the 
briars of every thicket they pass by. I meant to cover 
mpelf with glory, and to work in silence for the misucss 
i hoped to have one day. Women for me were resumed 
into a single type, and this woman I looked to meet in 
the first that met my eyes j but in each and all I saw a 
^uecn, and as uueeni must make the first advances to 
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‘Lnpossible ^ ’ cned £mil& 

‘I lived for nearly three years m that way,’ Raphael 
answered, with a kind of pride. * Let us reckon it out. 
Three sous for bread, two for and three for cold 
meat, kept me from dying of hunger, and my mind m a 
state of peculiar lucidity. I have observed, as you know, 
the wonderful edects produced by diet upon the imagina- 
tion. My lodgings cost me three stus daily , I burnt 
three fsi/s more m oil at night , I did my own housework, 
and wore flannel shirrs so as to reduce the laundress’s 
bill to two uut per day. The money I spent yearly in 
coal, if divided up, never cost more than two for each 
day I had three years* supply of clothing, and I only 
dressed when gome out to some library or public lecture. 
These expenses, all told, only amounted to eighteen /mr, 
so two were left over for emergencies. I cannot recollect^ 
during that long period of toil, either crossing the Pont des 
Arts, or paying for water , 1 went out to fetch it every 
morning from the fountain tn the Place Samt Michel, at 
the corner of the Rue de Gres. Oh, I wore my poverty 
proudly A man urged on towards a fair future w*al£S 
through life like an innocent person to his death , he feels 
no shame about it. 

would not think of illness Like AquHina, I faced 
the hospital without terror. 1 had not a moment’s doubt 
of my health, and besides, the poor can only take to their 
beds to die 1 cur my own hair till the day when an 
angel of love and kindness ... But I do not want to 
antiapate the state of things that 1 shall reach later. 
You must simply know that I Ined with one grand 
thought for a mistress, a dream, an illusion which deceives 
us all more or less at first. To-day I laugh at myself, 
at that scl^ holy perhaps and heroic, which is now no 
more. 1 have since had a closer view of soaety and the 
world, of our manners and customs, and seen the dangers 
of my mnocent credulity and the superfluous nature of 
my fervent toiL Stores of that sort are quite useless to 
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dereacm which w not theirs to girej for them, We 
means the pleasure of tulmg and not of obering She 
who is really a wife, one in heart, flesh, and bone, must 
follow wherever be leads, in whom her life, h'f strength, 
her pnde, and happiness are centred. Ambitious men 
need those Onenial women whose whole thought is given 
to the study of their requirements { for unhappiness means 
for them the incompatibility of their means with their 
desires. Hut I, who tool: myself for a nun of genius, 
must needs feel attracted by these very she-coacombs. 
So, as I cherished ideas so diff’crcnt from those generally 
received { as I wished to scale the heavens without a 
ladder, was possessed of wealth that could not circulat*, 
andof hnow’edge so wide and so imperfectly arranged and 
d sested that it overtaxed memory , at 1 had neither 
relauons nor fnends u> the midst of this lonely and ghas Jr 
desert, a desert of paving stones, full of an nation, Iiflts 
and thought, wherein everyone is worse than inimial, 
irdifferent to wit , I nude a very natural, if foolish 
resolve, which required such unknown impossibilities, 
that my spirits rose, h was as if 1 bad laid a wager with 
myself, for 1 was at once the player and the cards. 

‘Ths was my plan The eleven hundred francs must 
keep life in me for three years — the time I allowed 
myself m which to bnng to light a work which should 
draw attention to me, and make me either a name or a 
fortune I exulted at the thought of living on bread and 
mUk, hie a hermit in the Thebaid, while I plunged into 
the world of boocs and ideas, and so reached a lofty sphere 
beyond the tumult of Pans, a sphere of silent labour w here 
{would entomb myself like a ^rysalis to await a brilliant 
wd splendid new birth. I imperilled my life in order to 
By reducing my requirements to real needs and the 
west neccssanes, I /cund that three hundred and sixty- 
five francs tuPiced for a year of penury j and, in fact, I 
manieed to exist on that slender sum, so long as 1 sub- 
mitted to tny own claustial disaplme.’ 
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face appeared m this gloomy waste , above the flowen in 
some skyey garden I caught a glimpse of an old woman’s 
crooked angular profile as she watered her nasturtiums , 
or, in a crazy attic window, a young girl, fancying herself 
quite alone as she dressed herself — a view of nothing more 
than a fair forehead and long trcs»e8 held above her by a 
pretty white arm. 

‘I liked to sec the short-lived plant-life m the gutters — 
poor weeds that a storm soon washed away 1 studied 
the mosses, with their colours revived by showers, or 
transformed by the sun into a brown velvet chat fitfully 
caught the lighL Such things as these formed my 
recreations — the passing poetic moods of daylight, the 
melancholy mists, sudden gleams of sunlight, the silence 
and the magic of night, the mystenes of dawn, the 
smoke wreaths from each chimney , every chance evenL 
in fact, in my curious world became familiar to me. I 
came to love this pnson of my own choosing This 
level Parisian prairie of rooi^ beneath which lay populous 
abysses, suited my humour, and harmonised with my 
thoughts. 

* Sudden descents into the world from the divine height 
of scientific meditation are very exhausting , and, besides, 
I had apprehended perfectly the bare life of the cloister. 
When 1 made up ray mma to carry out this new plan of 
life, I looked for quaners m the most out-of-the-way 
parts of Pans. One evening, as 1 returned home to 
the Rue des Cordien from the Place de I’Estrapade, I saw 
a girl of fourteen playing with a battledore at the comer of 
the Rue de Cluny , her winsome ways and laughteramused 
the neighbours September was not yet over, it was 
warm and fine, so that women sat chatting before 
their doors as if it were a fisce-day in some country town 
At first I watched the charming expression of the girl's 
face and her graceful attitudes, her pose ’fit for a painter. 
It was a pretty sight. I looked about me, secki^ to 
understand this blithe simplicity in the midst of l^s, 
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aspirants for fame Light should be the baggage of 
seekers after fortune ! 

* Ambitious men spend that youth in rendering them- 
selves worthy of patronage , it it their great misuke 
While the foolish creatures arc laying in stores of know- 
ledge and energy^ so that they shall not sink under the 
weight of responsible posts that recede from them, 
schemers come and go who arc wealthy in words and 
destitute of ideas, astonish the ignorant, and creep into 
the confidence of those who have a little knowledge 
While the first kind study, the second march ahead , the 
one sort is modest, and the other impudent , the man of 
genius IS silent about his own merit, but these schemers 
make a flourish of theirs, and they arc bound to Kt on 
It IS so strongly to the interest of men in office to Delieve 
m ready made capacity, and in brazen laced ment, that it 
II downright child sh of the learned to expect material 
rewards. 1 do not seek to paraphrase the commonplace 
moral, the song of songs that obscure genius is for ever 
singing , I want to come, in a logical manner, by the 
reason of the frequent successes of mediocnty Alasl 
study shows us such a mother’s kindness that it would he 
a s n perhaps to ask any other reward of her than the pure 
and delightful pleasures with which she sustains her 
children 

* Often I remember soaking my bread m milk, as I sat 
by the window to take the fresh air , while my eyes 
wandered over a view of roofv— brown, grey, or red, 
slated or tiled, and covered with yellow or green mosses. 
At first the prospect may have seemed monotonous, but 
1 very soon found peculiar beauties in it Sometimes at 
night, streams of hght through half-closed shutters would 
1 ght up and colour the dark abysses of this strange land- 
scape Somenmes the feeble lights of the street lamps 
sent up yellow gleams through the fog, and in each street 
dimly outlined the undulatioQs of a crowd of roofs, like 
billows in a motionless sea. Very occasionally, too, a 
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peace that a scholar needs is something as sweet and 
exhilarating as love Unspeakable joys arc showered on 
us by the exertion of our mental faculties , the quest of 
ideas, and the tranquil contemplation of knowledge, 
delights indescribable, because purely mtellectual and 
impalpable to our senses. So we are obliged to use 
material terms to express the mysteries of the soul 
The pleasure of striking out in some lonely lake of clear 
water, with forests, rocks, and flowers around, and the 
soft stirring of the warm breeze, — all this would give to 
those who knew them not, a very /amt idea of the 
exultation with which my soul bathed itself in the beams 
of an unknown light, hearkened to the awful and un- 
certain voice of inspiration, as vision upon vision poured 
from some unknown source through my throbbing brain 
*No earthly pleasure can compare with tbedivme delight 
of watching the dawn of an idea m the space of abstrac- 
tions, as It rises like the morning sun > an idea tha^ better 
still, attains gradually like a diild to puberty and man’s 
estate Stuify lends a kind of enchantment to all our 
surroundings The wretched desk covered with brown 
leather at which 1 wrote, my piano, bed, and arm-chair, 
the odd wall-paper and furniture, seemed to have for me 
a kind of life m them, and to be humble friends of mine 
and mute partakers of my destiny. How often have 
I conhded my soul to them m a glance I A warped bit 
of beading often met my eyes, and suggested new 
developments, — a striking proof of my system, or a 
felicitous word by wbich to render my all but inexpress- 
ible thought By sheer contemplation of the ^ings 
about me X discerned an expression and a character m 
each If the setting sun happened to steal in through 
my narrow window, thty would take new colours, fade 
or'^ shine, grow dull or gay, and always amaze me with 
some new effect These trifling incidents of a solitary 
life, which escape those pre-oceupicd with outwanl 
afeirs make the solace of pnsoners And what was 1 
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»nd saw that the street was a Wind aUey and but little 
frequented I remembered that Jean Jacket had or^ 
lived here, and looVed up the Hotel Saji\t*Quentin Its 
dlapidated condition awakened hopes of a ueap lodging, 
and 1 determined to enter 

*I found myself in a room with a low ceiling} the 
candles, in classic lookmg copper candlesticks, were set 
in a row under each key The predominating cleanliness 
of the room made a striking contrast to the usual state of 
such places. This one was as neat as a bit of fr«r<, 
there was a charminir tnmness about the blue coverlet, 
the cooking po s and furniture The mistress of the 
house rose and came to me She seemed to he about 
forty years of age , sorrows had left their traces on her 
features, and weeping had dimmed her eyes. I deferen* 
uaily mentioned the amount 1 could pay , it seemed to 
cause her no surprise , she sought out a key from the 
row, went up to the attics with me, and showed roe 
a room that looked out on the neighbounng roo& and 
courts , long poles with Imen drying on them hung out 
of the window 

* Nothuig could be ugl cr than this garret, awaiting its 
scholar, with its dingy y^ow walls and odour of poverty. 
The roofing fell m a steep slope, and the sky was visible 
through chinks in the tiles nicre was room for a bed, 
a table, and a few chairs, and beneath the highest point 
of the roof my piano could stand Not Ming rich 
enough to furnish this cage (that might have been one of 
th“ rijraii of Venice), the poor woman had never been 
able to let it , and as I had saved from the recent sale, the 
furniture that was in a Cadnon peculiarly mine, I very 
soon came to cermswith my landlady, and moved m on 
the following day 

‘For three years 1 hved m this airy sepulchre, and 
worked unflaggmgly day and night , and to great was 
the ptesure, that study seemed to me the fairest theme 
and the happiest soluuon of hfe The tranquillity and 
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l>ut r went to sit and mutely listen to professors who 
Mve public lectures at the Bthhaiheque or the Museum 
J slept upon my solitary pallet like a oencdictine brother, 
wough woman was my one chimera, a chimera that fled 
from me 25 I wooed re | In short, my life has been a 
cniel contradiction, a perpetual cheat. After that, judge 
a man 1 

‘ Sometimes my natural propensities broke out like a fire 
long smothered I was debarred from the women whose 
society I desired, stripped of everything and lodged m an 
artist’s garret, and by a sort of mirage or calenture I was 
surrounded fay captivating mistresses I drove through 
the streets of Paris, lolling on the soft cushions of a fine 
^utpage I plunged into dissipation, into corroding vice, 

I desired and possessed evciything, for fasting had made 
we light-headed like the tempted oaint Anthony Slum- 
ber, happily, would put an end at last to these devastating 
trances , and on the morrow science would beckon me, 
tnultng, and I was faithful to her 1 imagine that women 
reputed virtuous, must often ^ a prey to these insane 
tempests of desire and ^ssion, which nse m us in spite of 
Ourselves Such dreams baveacharm of theirown , they 
are something akin to evening gossip round the winter 
fire, when one sets out for some voyage in China. But 
what becomes of virtue during these deliaous excursions, 
when fancy overleaps all difficulties I 

* During the first ten months of seclusion 1 led the life 
of poverty and solitude that I have described to youf I 
used to steal out unobserved every mornmg to buy my 
Own provisions for the day j I tidied my room , I was at 
once master and servant, and played the Diogenes with 
incredible spine. But afterwards, while my hostess and 
her daughter watched my ways and behaviour, scrutmised 
my appearance and divined my poverw, there could not 
but be some bonds between usf perhaps because they 
were themselves so very poor Pauline, the charming 
child, whose latent and unranscious grace bad, in & 



but tbc Qptive of an idea, impntoned in mjr iptcm, but 
susained aho by the proipect of a bnlliint future f At 
each obttacle that 1 overcame, 1 teemed to kisi the toft 
hands of a woman with a fair face, a wealthy, well- 
dressed woman, who should tome day lay softly, while 
the caressed my hair— 

‘ “ Poor angel, how thou hast lufcrcd ! ” 

*Ihad undertaken two greatsrorkt— one a comedy that 
in a very short time must bring me wealth and fame, and 
an entry into those circles whither 1 wished to return, to 
exercise the royal privileges of a man of genius ^ ou 
all saw nothing in ihit masterpiece but the blunder of a 
young man fresh from coOeg^ a babyish fiasco. Your 
jokes clipped the wings of a ^rong of illusions, which 
nave never stirred since within me. You, dear Emile, 
alone brought soothing to the deep wounds that others 
had made in my heart. You alone will admire my 
“Theory of the VVilL" I devoted most of my time to 
chat long work, for which I studied Oriental language^ 
physiology and anatomy If 1 do not deceive myself, 
my labours will complete the task begun by Mesmer, 
Lavater, Gale, and B chat, and open up new paths in 
science 

‘There ends that fair Lfc of mine, the daily sacrifice, 
the unrecognised silkworm’s toil, that is, perhaps, us own 
sole recompense. Since attaining years of discretion, 
until the day when 1 finished my “ Theory," I observed, 
learned, wrote, and read unmterroittingiy , my life was one 
long impos tion, as schoolboys say. Though by nature 
effeminately atuched to Oriental indolence, sensual in 
tastes, and a wooer of dreams, I worked incessantly, and 
refused to taste any of the enjoyments of Parisian life. 
Though a elutton, I became abstemious , and loving 
exercise and sea voyages u 1 did, and haunted by the 
wish to visit many countries, suU child enough to pUy 
at ducks and drakes with pebbles over a pond, I led a 
sedentary life with a pen to my fingers. 1 1 ked diking, 
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greatest trouble was about ber daughter’s education , the 
pnnccss Borehese was her Pauline’s godmother, and 
Pauline must not be unworthy of the fair future prom^d 
by her impcnal protectress. When Mmfc Gau in 
fided to me this heavy trouble that prejed upon e , 
said, with sharp pain in her voice, I would gi« p 
pro^rty and scrap of paper that makes Gaudin a 
barS 3- the empire, and all our rights to the endowment 
of Wstchnau, if only Pauhne could be “P ^ 

Saint Dems fl Her words struck me , J 

my gratitude for the kmdnesscsex^n e e_,,v^-u]inc’s 

education occurred to me , and th j 

aKeptrf m the ^Pauline ^ad 

ame to have tome hours "f y" ,1,3, ,he sooo 
natural aptitude , the accuilomed to 

lurpassed me at the piano p ,j,j ,ii the sweet 

think aloud m mjr presenee, she jp , |,pp^ 

teSnements of a heart 1? 'fthe fun She hstenrf 

as some flow er-cup opens slo y . . velvet 

to nte. pleased and ""J,™ , he repeated 

eyes rest upon me with a *® j showed childish 
her lessons in soft h« Her mother grew 

glee when I was jl," ,„"j;eld the ytung 

more and more beauty promised m 

girl from evey danger f m«n), and was 

^ life was ^'dop'ng .yh^ .,S,j Mr 

glad to tee her spend tah P p was 

piano teas the onlr one „ j home, Pauhne 

out she practised on *!■ ,..sy j,™ but her slightest 
would be Its attraeoje 

movement matenalt that she wore. At 

grace, in jnto <=f '^,3 „r .. » ‘‘"n'T 

with the heroine of the ra ^ 

foot peeped out of <>‘“'“^;^e. I bad laid eons, 
orgiihth ite ,’Sler onlr to Pauhne. I 

muidi Upon mysclt ^ , 
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minncr, brouffht me there, itd ne many semccs that I 
couid not well refuse All women fallen on enl day* 
tisten , they jpeak * common Unwige j they have the 
same generostty — the ^nerosiiy that possesie* nothing, 
and »o i* lavish of it* aficcuon, of it* time, and of IW v«T 
telf 

* Impcrcepiihlr Pauline took me under her p*Dtcction, 
and would 00 thinp for me. No kind of objection w** 
made by her mother, whom I even furpnsed mending my 
linen { »he blushed for the chanable occupation In spite 
of myself, they took charge of me, and I accepted their 
lemcet. 

*ln order to undertund the peculiar condition of mT 
mmd, my preoccupation with work must be rememhwed, 
the tyranny of idea*, and the instinctive repugnance that * 
man who leads an intellectual life trust ever feel for the 
material deuils of existence. Could I well repulse the 
debate attentionsof Pauline, who would noisele^y hnng 
me my frugal reput, when the noticed that 1 had taken 
nothing for seven or eight hours 1 She bad the tact of a 
woman and the invenuvenes* of a child j the woidd smile 
2s she made sign to me that 1 must n« see her Ariel 
glided under my roof in the form of a sylph who foresaw 
every want of mine. 

* One evening Pauhne told tne her tto^ with touching 
siropliatY Her bther had been a major in the horse grena- 
diers of the Impena] guard He bad been taken pnsoncf by 
the Cossacks, at the passage of the Beresina , and when 
Napoleon later on propi^ an tx^ange, the Russian 
authonties made Karcb for him in Sibena in ramj he 
^d escaped with a new of reaching India, and since then 
Mme. Qaudin, my landlady, could hear no news of her 
husbmi Then came the disaster* of l8l+ and 1815, 
Md, krt alone and without rewurce, the had decided to 
j« finished lodgings m order to keep herself and her 
•caughter \ 

‘She always h^td to tee her husband again. Her 
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what bliss to reach, all ’powdered with snow, a perfumed 
room, with hangings of painted silk, to find a woman t zTCy 
who likewise shakes awar the snow from her ; for w a 
other name can be found for the white muslin wrappings 
that vaguely define her, like some angel form_ issuing from 
a cloud 1 And then I wish for furtive joys, for the 
security of audacity. I want to see once more that 
woman of mystery, but let it be in the throng, daitz tn^ 
unapproachable, adored on all sides, dressed in laces an 
ablaze with diamonds, laying her commands upon every 
one i so exalted above us, that she inspires awe, and none 
dares to pay his homage to her. ^ 11 . 

‘She gives me a stolen glance, amid her court, a l(»k 

that exposes the unreality of all th« ; that r«igns f° 
the world and all men in Itl bate 

myself for a passion for a fevr yards of lace, 
fine lawn, and the hairdresser’s feats of skill 5 » 
wax-lights, a carriage and a title, a heraldic coronet painted 
on window panes, or encraved by a jewellet } in * 
liking for all that Is adventitious and Ie«t wonun n 
woman. I have scorned and reasoned with myself, but 

A woman of rank with her subtle sr^, 
air, and self-esteem captivates me. The 
erects between herself and the world waket my J» 
a good half of love. There would be more '2 

blTss that all others envied. If 

that other women do, and neither lives nor o 

self like them, wears a cloak 

breathes a perfume of her own. then 

for above me The further she rises from earth, even 

Ijf^the mrMer ipecr. of Ice, the 6ircr she heeome. 

Luckily for me we batre had no queen in Ftan« th^ 
twenty yeis, for I ihould have fallen ■" j"' 

A woman must be wealthy to acquire fctciied 

princess. What place had PauUnc amonj theae Csr-fetched 
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dreaded leat I should betny her mother’s faith m me. I 
admired the lovely gitl u if she had been a picture, cr 
as the portrait of a dead mistress { the svas at OTCC my 
child and my statue. For me, another iPygmalion, the 
maiden with the hues of life and the living voice was to 
become a form of Inanimate marble 1 was very strict 
with her, but the more 1 nude her feel my pedagogue’s 
seventy, the more gentle and submissive the grew 

* If a generous feeling strengthened me in my reserve 
and self-restraint, prudent considerations were not beking 
beside. Integnty of purpose cannot, I think, fail w 
accompany integrity in money matterv To my mind, 
to bcttme insolvent or to betray a woman is the same 
sort of thing If you love a young girl, or allow yourself 
to be beloved by her, a contract u implied, and its con- 
ditions should be thoroughly understood \ve arc free to 
oreak with the woman who tells herself, but not with the 
young girl who baa given herself to us and docs not know 
the extent of her uenhee I must have married Pauline, 
and that would have been madness. Would it not have 
Riven over that sweet girlish heart to itrnblc misfortunes I 
My poverty nude its selfish voice heard, and wt an iron 
‘ •"‘J ™me. Besides, I am 

^ \ imagine love in the midst 

of A *1f*j**^* '* * ’“‘•tion due to that maladr 

but a woman m squalid 
Mtractwe over me, were she 

attractive as Homer’s GaUiea, the fair Helen 

turroiin^AT* But let St be in silk and cashmere, 

lishes If f luxury which so marvellously cmbel- 
««lf a luxury ? I enjoy 
I like^to ^ daborate crecuon ofKcnced hairi 

toilette aT'"* ‘'•wrrange and crease a smart 

eyes that hlarr ^ burning 

'-.nnon ,„„k. M. '.'h 

a silken ‘ove would be to mount by 



A Woman Without a Heart loi 

troubles nuy have been, at any rate I protected her from 
a menacing tcmpest—I did not drag her down 

*”^Umil Uit winter I led the uneventful studious life of 

which I have given you some faint pictu e n 

earliest days of Decemter 1839, I eame across 

who. m spite of the shabby condinon of »>y ""‘‘'““j 

liniced his Lvn in mine, and inquired into mV alfiiis 

a quite brotherly interest. Caught by hit § 

manner, I gate him a bnef aecount of my 

hopes . he Iwgan to laugh, and treated me as a 

of”n;an of ienius and a fool His Gaseon 

Inowledge of the world, the easy hfe hit 

m-nt p4eu,ed for him, aU pto/uced an 

upon me I thould die ”• a 

hospital, Rastignac aaid, and he buned 

graie He ulked of ehatlatamim I"? "S" °^eaS« 

was a ehatUtan, he pUinly showed me in ■>'?' f'"™] 

way of his that makes him so 

that I mutt be out of my sens^ and ^ 

death, if I lived on alone m ihe Rue des J 

ing to him, 1 ought to go ir-f ,he simple 

to the sound of my name, and w ^ ^ 

title of “Monsieur" which sits but ill on a g'tat nun 

m his Itfetime , . u ..n this sort 

•“ITiese who know -I” „ it 

cf bminws to louk at wbst 

‘dissipated life' '''* ^e«J wo.k, wy f 

p-ople thinly but see the rf ih**- ^mir, 1 ♦ 

Ver) good, but nothing will As bar as 

am ready for j— * 
a lobster/ Vc. 

cut into socety, 

vray before me i 1 brag l).aimtiofi» deaf bor, ii a 
which somebi^y „P, eSn w^o drhkmattly 

method eal pohey 7* l»«>cw» a b««p«« *7**^ 
tims tltoush hit fortune often locomts 
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louginsngt } CouH the bnng me the love tisst i» death, 
that bnngt every faculty into play, the nights that are 
paid for by hfe ? Wc hardly die, 1 think, tor an inMgiu- 
cant girl who gives herself to us, and I could never 
extinguish these feelings and poet's dreams within me- * 
was born for an inaccessible sovc, and fortune has over- 
topped my desire 

‘ How often have 1 set satin shoes on Pauline's tiny fee^ 
confined her form, slender as a young poplar, in a robe of 
gauxe, and thrown a loose sorf about her as 1 saw her 
tread the earpets m her mansion and led her out to her 
splendid carriage ! In such guise 1 should have adored 
her I endowed her with all the pndc she lacked, stripped 
her of her virtues, her natural simple charm, and frank 
smile, m order to plunge her heart m our Styx of de- 
praniy that nukes invulnerable, load her with our enmes, 
n^eofher the fantastical doUofour drawing rooms, the 
™l being who lies a bed in the morning and comes M 
** at night with the dawn of upers. Pauline was 
frt^heirted and affecaanate— -I would have had her cold 
and formal 

‘ In the last dap of my frantic folly, memory brought 
t'a^ine before me, as it bnngs the scenes of our childhood, 
and made me pause to muse over past delicious moments 
that softened my heart. I swnedmes saw her, the ador- 
t.;' j <"'"5 »t my tabic, tarappe J in 

to «rf,o.|on,. ,hc Ln, Igb, froi « 

Em t'«cctcj back „,s too b« 

black hair , ipnietimes I beard her younff laughter, 
that “"'t V "nging tome canzonet 

tn Andiften my Pauline 

her face music Sowed from h-r, and 

Vbr the type of Italy. Mr cruel 
exist^e. hv|*** athvrart the dissipations of my 

^ K^the « * ty^bol of pumy But let 

P®or chifl^ to hw own fate. Whatever her 
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ha^e never heard of her . " , j . 

‘ “ You Hottentot ' ” laughed Rastignac , 
know Fredora ? A great match with an income or nar y 
eighty thousand bvrcs, who has taken a f^cy to no >, 
or else no one has taken a fiinc) to her A 
feminine enigma, a half Russian Panstenne, , 

Pansian Russian All the romantic productions that 
never get published are brought out at her house , s 
the handsomest woman m Paris, and the most 
You are not even a Hottentot . you are 
between the Hottentot and the beast. . • • * 7® 

till tomorrow" 

* He swung round on ms heel ana 
waiting for my answer It never occurre p^dora. 
a reasoning being could refuse an introduc 10 . j ^ 

How can^the Tascination of a name ^ 
FetDohA h2un«d m. hk. some 
which you seek to come to wms ’ joneJ 

“You We going to see F«dora ‘" 

With that voice, saying that it p . ' » Mt 

ments were defeated by *^**“’?® Jf ,jje symbol of all 
the name, and even the woman be«e f, the symooi 

mv desires, and the object ^ n»y “le conventional 

‘The name called up /^rpi^rwith m 

glitter of the world, the “^^J^^nttics. The woman 
bnlliant fetes and the tinsel on which 

brought before me all ProWem. of Pa^ 
my mind continually r^ I P p,open5iiies, that 
woman nor the uau,u, but Her. 

spm,g up ”/ “id. Jd lovely, Fuof 'g..^ 

Was the counter ,hi. woman the very 

the temputions of Pan* ^ 1 visions f I fashioned her 

.ncruutlon of my hope. »d l„ X 
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Iition I hi* friends, hit pleasum, patrons, and acquaint" 
anccs are hi* capitaL Suppose a merchant run* a nth of 
a million, for twenty years be on neither sleep, eat, nor 
amuse himself, he is brooding over hit million ; it make* 
him run about all over Europe , he worries himielfjgoe* 
to the devil in every way that man has invented. Then 
comes a liquidation, such as I have teen myself, which 
verr often leaves him penniless and without a rcputauon 
or a fnend The spenJthnft, on the other hand, takes 
hfe as a serious game, and see* his horses run. He lose* 
hi* capital, peinaps, but he stands a chance of being 
nominated Receiver-General, of making a wealthy niar- 
na^ or of an appointment at attache to a minister or 
amb^dor , and be has his fnends left and his name, 
and he never want* money He knows the standing of 
everybody, and uses every one for hi* own benefit. I* 
t^* logioJ, or am I a madman after all 1 Haven’t ym* 
there all the moral of the comedy that gc« on every day 

inthitwofld? . Youfwotkiscompfcted,"hewenton 
after a pause , “you are immensely clever ! Well, you have 
Mr amved at my jtarnng pomi. Now, you had better 
loot after it* success yourself, it is the surest way You 
mU Mke allies in every clique, and secure applause 
Mfore^d. I mean logo halves in your %\otj myself, 
1 shall be the jeweller who set ibe diamond* m your 
^wn. Come here to-morrow evening, by way of a 
Kgtnnmg I will introduce you to a house where all 
Pans goes, all no- iv— the Pans of exquisites, 

milLonaires, celcbnoes, all the folk who talk gold like 
Lhrysosto^ When they have taken up a book, that book 
tacomes the fashicm , and if it is something really 
or OTce, they will have dcclar^ it to be a work of genius 
wthout knowing «. If you have any sense, my d«r 
l^w, you vnlT ensure the success of your »Theq^,’ 

^abetterundcntandingof the theory of success. To- 

^ow evening you shaU go to see that queen of the 
««w«nt-ihe beautiful Cotiiteis Feedora. . . - 
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She hal a ternblc mcmoiy. She ii clever 
a diplomatist wild , she would tow 
spohe the truth. Between ourselves. If y 
tSrriage was not recognued by the Emp»», ^ Jh' 
Russian ambassador began to smile coolly 

he does not receive her either, 

If he meets her in the Bois. Nu' 

Madame de Serizy’s set, and Visits Mes a herc° m 

and de Resuud There is no doud over 
France , the Duchesse dc coterie, often 

Uced marechale in the ^^er country house 

goes to spend the summer with Fiance, have 

Plenty of young fops, .Jf fortune, and she 

offered her a titfe in exchange „ may 

has politely declined them ^ than a count 

^ are not to be touehed ,! „ 6„cy her. 

Aren’t you a your instructions. 

This IS what you may " y Ihft^tignac wished to 
‘ His raillery made me think mat ^t ^6^ ^ „,ox,,m 

joke and excite “y,‘'‘''°“'A”,je lime that we stopped 
of my My heart beat and my 

before a peristyle full of Sow^ .^urease, 

colour rose as we went p th/ studied refinements of 
and I nouced about ^ ,r/r«x, I ffg°J 

English comfort i I , s pnde. Alas I 

my^rigin and all my “^ee ySaA of poverty. 

I Ld but just left a ""f „o„„is there acquired 

and I eouia not J“« could I rightlr estimate 

above such trlPes as the» rtm eo ^ 
the worth of the ZortSnity comes within 

nches at the momcM s.ben^p^^ oyerwhelm, tecause 
our reach, “PI”''. ™X^d,e struggles of public lifc 
study has prepared m fm „^„q,.nyo years of age i 
*1 found a a? was dressed in white, and held 

she was “f •’'"S' btr band s a group of men stood 
a feather bteaff” “ « the sight of Kanignae, and 
around bet* 
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‘The next day I could not bear the tortures of delay : 

I borrowed a novel, and spent the whole day over it, » 
that I could not possibly think nw keep account of the 
time till night. Fccdora’s name echoed through me evw 
as I read, but only as a distant sound ; though it could 
be heard, it was not troublesome. Fortunately, I owned a 
faiily creditable black coat and a white waistcoat} of *1 
my fortune there now remained about thirty francs, which 
I had distributed about among my clothes and m oy 
drawers, so as to erect between my whims and the spend- 
ing of a five franc piece a thorny barrier of search, and 
an adventurous peregrination round my room. While I 
was dressing, I dived about for my money in an ocean of 
papers. This scarcity of specie will give you some idea 
of the value of that squandered upon gloves and cab-hire , 
a month’s bread disappeared at one fell swoop. Alas! 
money is always forthcoming for our caprices t we only 
grudge the cost of things that are useful or necessary, 
we recklessly fimg gold to an opera-dancer, and hag^* 
with a tradesman whose hungry family must wait for the 
settlement of our bill. How many men are there that wear 
a coat that cost a hundred francs, and cany a diamond in 
^e head of their cane, and dine for twenty-five 
for all that 1 It seems as though we could never pay 
enough for the pleasures of vanity. 

‘ ^stignac, punctual to his appomtment, smiled at the 
transformation, and joked about it. On the way he gave 
me benevolent advice as to my conduct with the 
county , he described her as mean, vam, and suspicious , 
but though mean, she was ostcnutious, her vanity was 
mistrust good-humoured. , 

V ij know I am plcdc^," he said, “and what I 
ould lose, tTO, if I tried a change m love. So mV 
b«rvation of Fmdora has been quite cool and dismterested, 
^ my remarks must have some truth m them. I was 
^lung to your future when I thought of introducing you 
w her I so mmd very carcfUly what I am about to say. 
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dad gold huej. It had all the Ta^e '“I™'"' 
man Wladi it wa, a retreat ft ^ 

1817, perfumed by the exoUc flowera , ^production 
Another apartment in the suite was ^ paintings on 
of the Louis Qualorze period, with modern pamtinp 
the walls in odd but pleasant , Rastignac’s 

‘tYon would not be to '|^S't’iva™g>.-ri.(" 
slightly sarcastic comment. « » Suddenly he 

he added, smiling as he sat down. . , where the 
rose, and led me bv the hand into canopy of 

softened light fell ^ couch for a young 

muslin and white wat«cd silk—a co 
fairy betrothed to one of the gen • . . unbounded 

“■Iin’t it wantonly bad “ allowi ui .0 

coquetry,” he sai^ '‘’"■““Strives herself to no one, and 
see this throne of love f She p . „ot corn- 

anybody may leave hii card here. » ^ and 

mhied, I shiuld lihc to tee her at my 

lubmission." . - . „j.tue i ” 

* « Are you so cerum j adventurers among 

.uTbetoldestandevwtbedje^ ^„,j„ue to be 

us, acknowledge !«?£ that woman a 

her lovers and devoted fnenus. 


jcr lovers ana 

^“^^a^rdsmemedmlnroagt-il-ijij^^ 
Ltm I S seen the rt' j 


already of the past, a ^ jf,' the gotnic 
the countess, whom I b” sit beside her, and 

She stopped me by » tc, uke tb® 

talked about my work, _ t yjt forth my tbcones 

sef^issgi 

be told that ■h',,''"”^” „ld nothing “1 
directions upon otner 
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came towards us with a gracious smile and a musi«U^- 
uttered compliment, prejxared no doubt beforehand, for 
me Our fnend had spoken of me as a nsing man, and 
his clever way of making the most of me had procured 
me this flattering rccepuon I was confused by the atten- 
tion that every one paid to me, but Rastignac bad 
luckily mentioned ny modesty 1 was brought ui con- 
tact with scholars, men of letters, ex ministers, and 
of France The conversation, mterrupted a while by 
my coming, was resumed 1 took courage, feeling that 
I had a reputation to maintain, and without abusing my 
privilege, I spoke when it fell to me to speak, trying w 
state the questions at issue in words more or less profound, 
witty or trenchant, and I made a certain sensation Ras- 
tignac was a prophet for the thousandth time m h« hfc* 
As soon as the gathering was Urge enough to restore 
freedom to individuals, he took my arm, and we went 
round the rooms. 

* “ Don t look as if you were too much struck by the 
pnticess,” he sani,‘‘ot she will guess your object m coming 
to vis t her " 

*The rooms were furnished m excellent taste. Each 
apartment had a character of its own, as in wealthy 
English houses , and the «Iken hangings, the style of the 
furniture, and the ornaments, even the most tnfling, 
were all subordinated to the wiginal idea. In a gothic 
boudoir the doon were concealed by tapestried curtains, 
and the panelling by bangings , the clock and the pattern 
of the carpet were made to harmonise with the gothic 
surroundings. The ceiling, wnh its carved cross-beams 
of brown wood, was full of charm and originality , the 
panels were beautifully wrought , nothing disturbed the 
general harmony of the schemeof decoration, not even the 
wndows with their neb coloured glass. 1 was surprised 
by the extensive knowledge of decoration that some artist 
had brought to bear on » Lnle modem room, it was so 
pleuant and fresh, and not heavy, hut subdued with its 
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A woman wnuvut 

igaiMt the panel behind bold a 

ttand alone, and yet ready for fiig j^er lightly 

glance. Thtr^ wi a 

folded arms, which, even for with her 

sentiment. Her fresh red ^P* hair brought out 
bnlluntly pale complexion Her ^ blue strealcs 

all the golden colour m expression seemed 

mingled as m Florentine marble , ^prds. A studied 
to increase the significance o Perhaps a rival 

grace lay m the charms of he eyebrows, which 

might have found the lines o ^ almost 

almost met. a l.ttk hard . o' I „„ the t.go. 
invisible down that covered h . Italian eyelids, on 
of passion everywhere, w n«en Venus of Milo, on 

the splendid shoulden ?' .f jown above a some- 

her rmtutes the ^ „„mait, bo 

what thtcle under Iip hbe jjarmony o( hnet, ^ 

a romance The whole ™,onate 

femmine luaonar.ee / herjra^^ 
promise, were subdued hr > “ h,„g else about her 

and modesty at „lcen as m ow" “ *'Sr 

It needed an observation as Ittw „pla.n mywlf 

head aloie, seemed to be sus«^^^ ,^rd 

S“;i“»me.hmg -|eabaM^^^^ “ 

“fefbn: 

left me a good deal » to 6e= those charms 

onlv the more compic 

svipathy of desire. ,„mptured tnth this wom^ 

3rd{%TLTySdber,V>'fi''>'" 
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modify ill thingf relitively to oun, even the wtttnptory 
liwt of niture. The quetuont Ftrdora niteJ ~'® j .* 
cemm kcenneti of mtellect. I took a pleasure in ceao* 
mg tome of them m her favour, m order to flatw her j 
then I confuted her femmtne reasoning with a word, ano 
roused her curiosity by drawing her attention to an erery- 
diy matter— to sleep, a thine to annirently commonpU^ 
that in reality it an insoluble problem for tcience 
countess tat m tilence for a moment when 1 told her that 
our ideas were complete organic beings, existing m w 
invisible world, and tnfluencine our oesimict, and for 
witnesset 1 cited the opinions of Descartes, Diderot, and 
Napoleon, who had directed, and ttiU directed, all the 
currents of the age 

• So 1 had the honour of amus ng thit woman , she 
asked me to come to tee her when the left me t giving 
me Itt irandt titrttt, m the language of the court* 
Whether u was by dint of substituting polite formula* 
for genuine expressions of feeling, a commendable habit 
of mine, or beause Feedora bailed m me a coning 
eelebnty, an addition to hex learned trenagene t for tome 
reason I thought 1 had pleased her I called all my 
previous physiological ttudm and knowledge of woman 
to my aid, and minutely scnitimsed thit lingular person 
and her ways all the evening 1 concealed myself in the 
embrasure of a window, and tought to diKover her 
thoughts from her bearing I studied the tactics of the 
mistren of the house, as she came and went, ot and 
chatted, beckoned to this one or that, asked questions, 
listericd to the answers, as she leaned against the frame of 
the door j I detected a languid charm in her n ovements, 
Puttenngs of her dress, remarked the nature 
the f«lngs she so powerfully excited, and became very 
j * as to her virtue. If Ficdora would none of 
Ta<t Strong passions at some time , 

^ c^Tin"-- showed itself m the atutudes 


conversation, in her coquettish way of leaning 



A Womaa 'Without a Heart 


III 


tft mj ioTCf co]6 gan'c^ when at last I reached it, as 
dishevelled as any naturalist^ wig. The contrast sug- 

f itcd cnl counsel , »n such a way crimes are conceived, 
cursed my hones^ self-respecting poverty, my garret 
where such teeming £mctes had stirred within me I 
trembled with fury, I reproached God, the devil, soaal 
condiuons, my own father, the whole universe, indeed, 
with my fate and my importunes. I went hungry to 
bed, muttering ludicrous imprecations, but fully deter- 
mined to win Fadonu Her heart was my last ticket m 
the lottcrj, my fortune depended upon iL 

* I spare you the history of my earlier visits, to reach the 
drama the sooner. In my enbrts to appeal to her, I 
essayed to engage her tnCeUect and her vanity on my 
side , in order to secure her love, 1 gave her any quantity 
of reasons for increasing her self-esteem , I never left her 
m a state of indifference, women like emotions at any 
cost, I gave them to her in plenty , I would rather have 
had her angry with me than tndtScrent. 

* At first, urged by a strong will and a desire for her love, 

I assumed a little authority, but my own feelings grew 
stronger and mastered me , 1 relapsed into truth, 1 lost 
my head, and fell desperately in love. 

* I am not very sure what we mean by the word love 
m our poetry and our talk , but 1 know that I have never 
found in all the ready rbetoncal phrases of Jean Jacques 
Rousseau, in whose room perhaps I was lodging, nor 
among the feeble inventions of two centuries of our 
literature, nor m any picture that Italy has produced, a 
representation of the feelings that expanded all at once in 
my double nature The view of the lake of Bienne, 
some music of Rossini’s, the Madonna of Munllo’s now 
in the possession of General Soul^ Lcscombat’s letcersy a 
few ayings scattered through collections of anecdotes , 
but m«t of all the prayers of rcbgious ecstatics, and 
passagesjn out/aHiaux, — these things alone have power to 
carry me back to the divuie hetghts of my firit ’ 



no 
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of my soul — noble ind base, good and eviL ? 

felt myself so excited, eager, and elated, I thougnt 
undentood the attraction that drew thither those artists, 
diplomatists, men in office, those stock jobbers encased m 
triple brass. They came, no doubt, to find m her society 
the delirious emotion that now thrilled through 
fibre in me, throbbing through my brain, setting the blood 
a tingle in every vein, fretting even the tiniest tierv*^ 
And she had given herself to none, so as to keep them alt 
A woman is a coquette so long as she knows not love. 

‘“Well," I »id to Rastignac, “they marned her, or 
sold her perhaps, to some old man, and recollections ot 
her first mamage have caused her aversion for love. 

• I walked home from the Faubourg Su Honorc, where 
Ftsdora lived. Almost all the breadth of Pans lies between 
ber mansion and the Roe dcs Ccrdiers, but the distance 
seemed short, in spite of the cold And I sws to lay 
siege to Fadora’i heart, in winter, and a bitter winter, 
with only thirty francs in my possession, and such a 
distance as that lay between us I Only a poor man knows 
svhat such a passion costs m cab-hire, gloves, linen, 
tailor's bills, and the like. If the Platonic suge lasts a 
little too long, the affair grows ruinous. As a matter or 
fact, there is many a Lauaun among students of law, who 
finds It impossible to approach a bdy love living bn a first 
floor And I, sicUy, ihm, poorly dressed, wan and pale 
as any artist convalescent after a work, how could I 
compete with other young men, curled, handsome, smart, 
outcrarating Croatia, wealthy men, equipped with ul- 
burys, and armed with assurance I 

Bah, death or Foedoral" I cried, as I went round by 
a bridge , “ my fonune hes in Firdora." 

‘That gothic boudoir and Louis Quatorre saion came 
Kfore tny eyes. I mw the countess again in her white 
dress wuh its Urge graceful sleeves, and all the fascina- 
toons of hw form and movements. These pictures of 
t cedota and her luxurious surroundings haunted me even 
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tftadow passing over that fair face made a kind of change 
tacr^ altering its hues and its expression Some thought 
Would often seem to glowr on her white brows , her eyes 
appeared to dilatejand her eyelids trembled, a smile rippled 
over her features , the living coral of her lips grew full of 
meaning as they closed and unclosed, an indistinguishable 
something in tier hair made brown shadows on her lair 
temples m each new phase Fadoia spoke Every slight 
variation m her beauty made a new pleasure for my ejes, 
disclosed charms my heart had never known before , I 
tried to read a separate emotion or a hope in every 
change that passed over her face This mute conicrse 
pissed between soul and souL hke sound and answering 
echo j and the short lived delights then showered upon 
me have left indelible impressions behind Her voice 
would cause a frenzy in me that 3 could hardly under 
stand I could have copied the example of some prince 
of Lorraine, and held a live coal w the hollow of my 
hand, if her Ungers passed caressingly through my hair 
the while, I feit no longer mere admiration and cestre 
I was under the spell , I had met roy destiny When 
back again under my own roof, I still vaguely saw 
Feedora in her own home, and had some mdefinable share 
in her life , if she felt lU, I suffered too The next day 
I used to say to her — 

“’You were not well yesterday ” 

* How often has she not stood before called by the 
power of ecstasy, m the silence of the night I Sometimes 
she woiild break m upon me like a ray of light, make me 
drop say pen, and put science and study to flight m gnef 
and alarm, as she compelled iny adrairauon by the alluring 
pose I had seen but a short time before. Sometimes I went 
to seek her in the spint world, and would bow down to 
her as to a hope, entreating her to let me bear the silver 
sounds of her voice, and I would wake at length in tears. 

‘Once, when she had promised to go to the theatre 
with me^ she took it suddenly into her head to refuse to 
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‘Nothing expressed m hunun language, no 
reproduable in colour, marble, sound, or articulate *pce^ 
could ever render the force, ^e truth, the 
the suddenness with which love awoke in me i ° *P”. 
of art, IS to speak of illusion Lose passes through en 
less transformations before it passes for ever into o 
existence and makes it glow with its own colour of flame 
The process is impercepnble, and baffles the artists 
analysis. Its moans and complaints are tedious to an 
uninterested spectator One virould need to be very much 
in love to share the furious transports of Lovelace, as one 
reads CUiritta Harlnut Love is like tome fresh spring, 
thatleavesits cresses, Its gravel bed and flowers, to become 
first a stream and then a river, changing its aspect and its 
nature as it flows to plunge itself m tome boundless ocean, 
where restneted tutures only find monotony, but where 
great souls are engulfed m endless contemplation 

‘How can I dare to describe the hues of fleeWg 
emotions, the nothings beyond all price, the spoken 
accents that beggar language, the looks that bold more 
than all the weJth of poetry I Not one of the mysten* 
ous scenes that draw u$ msensibir nearer and nearer to a 
woman, but has depths m it which can swallow up all 
the poetry that ever was wntten How can the inner 
bfe and mystery that stin in our souls penetrate through 
our glozes, when we have not even woi^s to describe the 
visible and outward mystenes of beauty I What enchant- 
ment steeped me for how many hours in unspeakable 
rapture, filled widi the sight of Her ! What made me 
happy i I know not That face of hers overflowed 
with hgbt at such times , it seemed m some way to glow 
■with It , the outlines of her face, with the scarcely 
perceptible down on its delicate surface, shone with a 
beauty belonging to the for distant horizon that melts 
into the sunhght. ^The Lght of day seemed to caress her 
^ she mingled m it j ratbor it seemed that the light of 
her cyeswu brighter than the daylight itselfa or some 
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jhadow passing over that fair face made a kind of change 
there, altering its hues and its expression. Some thought 
would often seem to glow on her white brows ; her eyes 
appeared to dilate, and her eyelids trembled ; a smile rippled 
over her features ; the living coral of her lips grew full of 
meaning as they dosed and undosed j an indistinguishable 
something in her hair made brown shadows on her fair 
temples : in each new phase Ftedora spoke. Every slight 
variation in her beauty made a new pleasure for my eyes, 
disclosed charms my heart had never known berarei I 
tried to read a separate emotion or a hope in every 
chinge that paced over her ficc. This mute converse 
passed between soul and soul, like sound and answering 
echo 5 and the short-lived delights then showered upon 
me have left inddible Impressions behind. Her voice 
would cause a frenzy in me that I could hardly under* 
ttand. I could have copied the example of some prince 
of Lorraine, and held a live coal in the hollow of 
hand. If her fingers passed carcssinely through mv hair 
the while. I feu no longer mere admiration and desire : 
1 was under the spell | 1 had met my destiny. When 
back again under my own roof, 1 still vaguely saw 
Foedora in her own home, and bad some indefinable share 
in her life ; if she fek ill, X suffered too. The next day 
I used to say to her — 

*“ You were not well yesterday,” 

^How often has she not stood before me, called by the 
power of ecstasy, in the silence of the night 1 Sometimes 
she would breac in upon me like a ray of light, make me 
drop my pen, and put sdcncc and study to flight in grief 
and alarm, as she compelled my admiration by the alluring 
pose 1 had seen but a short time before. Sometimes I went 
to seek her in the spirit world, and would bow down to 
her as to a hope, entreating her to let me hear the silver 
sounds of her voice, and I would wake at length in tears. 

*Oncc, when she had promimd to go to the theatre 
with me, she took it suddenly into her head to refuse to 
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‘ Nothing expressed in human langu*£®» thought 
reproduable in colour, marble, sound, or arucuUte tpee^ 
could ever render the force, the truth, the commetenes^ 
the suddenness with which love awoke in me. To spcaic 
of art, IS to speak of illusion Love pisses through cna- 
less transformations before it pass« for ever imo our 
existence and nukes it glow with its own colour of flame 
The process is imperceptible, and baffles the arusts 
analysis. Its moans and compbints arc tedious to an 
uninterested spectator One would need to be > cry much 
m love to share the funous transports of Lovelace, as one 
reads Oaruta HotItw/ Love is hke some fresh spring, 
that leaves its cresses, its gravel bed and flowers, to become 
first a stream and then a river, changing lU aspect and its 
nature as it flows to plunge itself in tome boundless ocean, 
where restneted natures only find monotony, but where 
great souls are engulfed m endless eontemplation 

*How can 1 dire to desenbe the hues of fleeMg 
emotions, the nothings beyond all price, the spoken 
accents that b«2» language, the looks that bold more 
than all the wealth of poetry I Not one of the mysten- 
ous scenes that draw us insensibly nearer and nearer to a 
woman, but has depths in it wtuch can swallow up all 
the poetry that ever was wntten How can the inner 
bfe and mystery that stirs in our souls penetrate through 
our glozes, when we have not even words to describe the 
visible and outward mystencs of beauty 1 What enchant- 
ment steeped me for how ounv hours in unspeakable 
rapture, filled with the sight of Her ! What made me 
happy ? I know not. That face of hers overflowed 
with hght at such times , it seemed m some way to glow 
■with It , the outlines of her face, svith the scarcely 
^rcepuble down on its delicate surface, shone snth a 
beauty belonging to the hr distant honzon that melts 
mto the sunhght. ^The Lght of day seemed to caress her 
« she mingled m it , rather it seemed that the Lght of 
oer eyes was bnghter than the daylight itself, or some 
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All these things that wc so relished, were so many lovers’ 
quarrels. What arch grace she threw into it ail i and 
what happiness it was to me| 

* But now wc stood before each other as strangers, with 
the close relation between us both suspended. The 
countess was glacial : a presentiment of trouble filled me. 

‘ “ W ill you come home with me ? ” she said, when the 
play was over. 

‘There had been a sudden change in the weather, and 
sleet was falling in showers as we went out. Feedora's 
carriage was unable to reach the doorway of the theatre. 
At the sight of a well-dressed woman a^ut to cross the 
street, a commissionaire befd an umbrella above us, and 
stood waiting at the carruge-door for his tip. I would 
have given ten years of life just then for a couple of 
halfpence, but 2 had not a penny. AH the man rn me 
and all my vainest susceptibilities were wrung with an 
infernal pain. The wofd% “I haven’t a penny about me, 
tny good fellow ! ” came from me in the hard voice of 
thwarted passion { and yet 1 wu that man’a brother in 
misfortunes, as I knew too well; and once I bad so 
lightly paid away seven hundred thousand fra-ncs i The 
footman pushed the nun aside, and the horses sprang 
forward. As we returned Fiedpra, in real or feigned 
abstraction, answered all my questions curtly and by 
monosyllables. 1 said no more; it n-as a hateful 
moment. When we reached her house, we seated 
ourselves by the hearth, and when the servant had stirred 
the fire ana left us alone, the countess turned to me with 
an inexplicable expression, and spoke. Her manner was 
almost solemn. 

‘“Since my return to Franc^ more than one young 
man, tempted by my money, has made protxjsals to me 
which would have salisfiM my pride. 1 have come 
across men, too, whose attachment seas so deep and 
-sincere that they might have married me even if they 
had found me the pennileu gu) I used to be. Besides 



go out, and begged me to leave her alone. I wasjn fuch 
dopatr over the pervenity which co»t me a oa) s wort 
and {if 1 must confess it) mjr last shilling as well, that 1 
went alone where she was to have been, desinng to see 
the play she bad wished to sec- 1 bad scarcely seated 
myself when an eleeme shock went through me A 
voice told me, “ She is here I " I looked round, and sw 
the countess hidden in the shadow at the back of her box 
m the first tier My look did not waver j my eves taw 
her at once with incredible clearness i my *oul hovered 
about her life like an insect above its flower. How had 
my senses received this wamine t There is something 
m these inward tremors that shallow pcop’c find astonish* 
mg, but the phenomena of our mner consaousness are 
produced as simply u those of external vision j so I was 
not surprised, but much vexed. My iiudiesof our mtnial 
fiieuiues, so utile understood, helped me at any nte to 
find in my own ezotement some living proofs of mjr 
theories, ihere was something exceedingly odd in thii 
combination of lover and man of Kience, of downright 
idolatry of a woman with Ae Iwe of knowledge *1 be 
causes of the lover's despair were highly interesting to the 
man of saence, and the exultant lover, on the other 
hand, put science far away from him m his joy. Ferdo'a 
saw me, and grew grave . I annoyed her I went to her 
box during me first interval, and, finding her alone, I 
stayed there. Although we had not spoken of love, I 
foresaw an explanatiotu I bad not told her my secret, 
still there was a kind of understanding between us. She 
used to tell me her plans for amusement, and on the 
previous evenmg had asked with fnendly eagerness if I 
meant to call next day After any witticism of hers, 
she would give me an tnainnng gunce, as if she had 
sought to please me alone by it. She would soothe me 
if 1 was vexed , and if she pouted, 1 had in some sort a 
right to ask an explanation Before she would pardon 
any blunder, she would keep me a suppliant for long. 
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unconsaous barbant7 of an inquisitive child who pluchs 
Its wmcs from a butter/!/ 

* “ Later on,” resumed Feedora, “ you will learn, I hope, 
the stability of the aSection that I keep for my fnends. 
You will always find that I have devotion and kindness for 
them I would give mj life to serve my friends , but you 
could only despise me, if I allowed them to make love to 
me without return That 1$ enough You are the only 
man to whom I have spoken such words as these last" 

* At first I could not speak, or master the tempest that 
arose withm me, but I soon repressed my emotions 
in the depths of my soul, and began to smile 

* “ If I own that I love you,” ] said, “ you will banish me 
at once , if I plead ^ilty to indifference, you wiU make 
me suffer for it. Women, cnagistratcs, and pnests neser 
quite lay the gown aside Silence is non-committal , be 
pleased then, madame, to approve my silence. You must 
have feared, in some degree^ to lose or J should not 
have received this fnendly admonition, and with that 
thought mr pnde ought to be satisfied Let us banish 
dl personal considentions. You are perhaps the only 
woman with whom I could discuss rationally a resolution 
so contrary to the laws of nature Considered with regard 
to your species, you arc a prodigy Now let us investigate, 
in good faith, Oie causes of this psychological anomaly 
Does there exist m you, as in many women, a certain 
pride m self, a love of your own loveliness, a refihement 
of cgoisn* which makes you shudder at the (dea of 
belonging to another , isit the thought of resigning your 
own will and submitting to z supsnonty^ though only 0/ 
convention, which d spleases you i You would Seem to 
me a thousand times the &irer for it. Can love formerly 
have brought you suffering? You probably set some 
value on your dainty figure and mceful appearance, and 
may perhaps wish to avoid the disfi^rcments of maternity. 

Is not this one of your strongest reasons for refusing a too 
importunate love r Some natural defect perhaps makes 
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these, Monsieur <3e Valentin, Tou must know that new 
titles and newly-acquired wealth have been also offered to 
me, and that 1 have never received again any of those 
who were so iil-4idvised as to mention love to me. If 
my regard for you was but slight, I would not give you 
this warning, which is dictated by friendship rather *han 
by pride. A woman lays hers^ open to a rebuff of 
some kind, if she imagines herself to be loved, and 
declines, before it is uttered, to listen to language which 
in Its nature implies a compliment. I am well acquainted 
with the parts played by Arsinoe and Arammia, and 
with the sort of answer I might look for under such 
circumstances , but I hope to-day that I shall not find 
myself misconstrued by a man of no ordinary character, 
because I have frankly spoken my mind ” 

'She spoke with the cool self possession of some attorney 
or loliotor explaining the nature of a contract or the 
conduct of a lawsuit to a dient. There waa not the 
least Sign of feelmz m the clear soft tones of her voice. 
Her steady Ace and dignified beanng seemed to me now 
full of diplomatic reserve and coldness. She bad planned 
this scene, no doubt, and carefully chosen her words 
beforehand Ob, my fnend, there arc women who take 
pleasure in piercing hearts, and deliberately plunge the 
dagger back again into the wound , such women as these 
cannot but be worshipped, for such women cither love or 
would fain be loved A day comes when they make 
amends for all the pain they rave us { they repay us for 
the pangs, the keenness of wmch they recognise, m joys 
a hundredfold, even as God, they tell us, recompenses 
our good works. Does not their perversity spring from 
the strength of their feehngs f But to be so tortured by 
a woman, who slaughters you with mdiffcrence I waa 
not the suffering hidraus I 

F cedora did not know it, but in that minute she trampled 
aU my hopes beneath her feet , she maimed my life and 
she bhgbted my future with the cool mdiSerence and 
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between us was made plain, we could never understand 
each other 

‘“Goodbye, 1 said proudly 

* “ Good bye, till to-morrow,” she answered, with a little 
friendly bow 

For a moment’s space I hurled at her m a glance all the 
love I must forego , she stood there with that banal smtJe 
of hers, the detestable chiU smile of a marble statue, with 
none of the warmth in it that it seemed to express. Can 
you form any idea, my friend, of the pain that overcame 
me on the way home through ram and snow, across a 
league of ic) sheeted quays, without a hope left ? Oh, to 
think that she not only had not guessed my poverty, but 
believed me to be as wealthy as she was, and likewise 
borne as softly over the rough wa)-* of life I What failure 
and deceit 1 It w as no mere question of money now, but 
of the fate of all that lay within me. 

*I went at haphazard, gong over the words of our 
strange conversation with myself I got so thoroughly 
lost m my re/lecnons that 1 ended by doubts as to the 
actual value of words and ideas. But 1 loved her all 
the same, I loved this woman with the untouched 
heart that might surrender at any moment — a woman 
who daily disappointed the expectations of the previous 
e\en ng, by appearing as a new mistress on the morrow 

‘As I passed under the gateway of the Institute, a 
fevered thrill ran through roe 1 remembered that 1 svas 
fasting, and that 1 had not a penny To complete the 
measure of my misfortune my hat was Spoiled t>y the 
ram How was I to appear m the drawing room of a 
woman offiishion with an unpresentable hat ? I had always 
cursed the inane and stupid custom that compels us to 
exhibit the lining of our hat^ and to keep tl cm always m 
our hands, but with anxious care I had to far kept mine 
in a precanous state of eiScrencr It had been neither 
stnkmrly new, nor utterly ihabby, neither napless nor 
over-gfossy, and might have passed for the hat ofa frugally 
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YOU insuscepuDic m »piic 

my study, my inquiry is absolutely dispassionati^ borne 
arc bom blind, and nature may easily have formM women 
who m like manner arc bUnd, deaf, and dumb to lov^ 
You are really an interesting subject for medical inv«ti- 
gation You do not know your value. You feel ^rhaps 
a very legitimate distaste tor mankind , in that 1 
concur — to me they all seem ugly and detestable Ana 
you are right," I added, feeling my heart swell within me , 

“ how can you do otherwise than despise ui I There is not 
a man living who is worthy of you " . u t 

'I will not repeat all ine biting words with which i 
ridiculed her In va'n , my bitterest sarcasms and keenest 
uony never made her winee nor elicited a sign of vexation. 
She heard me, with the customary smile upon her lips 
and in her eyes, the smile that she wore as a part of her 
clothing, ana that never varied for friends, for mere ac- 
quaintances, or for ttraneers. 

* “ Isn’t It very nice m me to allow you to dissect me 
like this?" she said at last, as I came to t temporary 
standstill, and looked at her m silence. “You see, she 
went on, taughiny, ** that I have no foolish ovcr-sensiove- 
ness about my fnendship Many a woman would shut 
her door on you by way of punishing you for your imper- 
tinence " 

‘“kou could ban sh me without needing to give me the 
reasons far your hanbness.” As I spoke I ult ^at I could 
kill her if site dismissed me 

You are mad," she said, smiling slilU 

*“Did you never think," 1 went on, “of the effects of 
passionate love ? A despcnte man has often murdered 
hii mistress.” 

‘“It IS better to die than to live m misery,” she said 
coolly “Such a man as that would run through bis 
wifes money, desert her, and leave her at last m utter 
wretchedness." 

*Yhis calm calculation dumbfounded me. The gulf 
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drawn tciI ; but mj temble distress bound me erer to 
suffer fearfully or ever I might speak of my lore or of 
dying for her sake. 

‘Was It a sacrifice after all? Was I not nchly 
rewarded by the joy I took in sacnhcing everything to 
her? There was no commonest event of my daily life 
to which the coiuitess had not given importance, had not 
overfilled with happiness I had been hitherto careless 
of my clothes, now 1 respected my coat as if it had been 
a second self I should not have hesitated between bodily 
harm and a tear m that garment. You must enter wholly 
into my circumstances to understand the stormy thoughts, 
the gathering frenty, that shook me as I went, and 
which, perhaps, were increased by my walk. I gloated m 
an infernal fashion which Icanitotdescnheovertheabsolute 
completeness of my wretchedness 1 would have drawn 
from It an augury of my future, but there is no limit to 
the possibilities of misfortune The door of my lodging- 
house stood ajar A light streamed from the heart-shaped 
opening cut m the shutters. Pauline and her mother were 
sitting up fsr me and calking I heard my name spoken, 
and listened 

«« Raphael is much nicer looking than the student m 
number seven,” said Pauline, ‘<his fair hair is such a 
pretty colour Don’t you think there is something in 
his voice, too, I don’t know what it is, that gives 
you a sort of thnil ? And, then, though he may be 
a little proud, he is very kind, and he has such fine 
nx&nners , .1 am sure that all the ladies must be quite wild 
about him ” 

* “ You might be fond of him yourself, to hear you 
talk," was Madame Gaudin’s comment. 

‘ “ He IS rust z$ dear tome as a brother,” she laughed “ I 
should U nnelr ungrateful if I fclt no friendship for him 
Didn’t he leacn me music and drawing and grammar, and 
everything I ^ow m fict ? You don t mu^ notice how 
1 get on, dear mother , but 1 shall know enough, in a 
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riven owner*, but its artifidally prolonged aistencc bad 
now reached the final stage, it was crumpled, forlorn, ana 
completely ruined, a downngbt ng, a fitting emblem o 
Its master. My painfully preserved elegance must collapse 
for want of thirty itut. , . v 

‘What unrecognised sacrificn I had made in me past 
three months for Fcedoral How often I had given 
the price of a week’s sustenance to see her for a moment 1 
To leave my work and go without food sras the least or 
it 1 I must traverse the streets of Pans without getung 
splashed, run to escape showers, and reach her rooms at 
last, as neat and spruce as any of the coxcombs about h^. 
For a poet and a distracted wooer the difSculties of this 
task were endless My happmess, the course of my Iwe, 
might be affected by a speck of mud upon my only white 
waistcoat 1 Oh, to miss the sight of her becau« I was 
wet through and bedraggled, and bad not to much as five 
r«T to give to a shoeblack for removing the least little spot 
of mud from my boot I The petty pangs of these nam^ 
less torments, which an irritable man finds so great, only 
strengthened my passion. 

‘ The unforturute must make sacrifices which they may 
not mention to women who lead refined and luxunoui 
hves. Such women see things through a prism that 
gilds all men and their surroundings. Egoism leads them 
to talce cheerful views, and fashion makes them cniel ; 
thCT do not wish to reSect, lest they lose their happiness, 
and the absorbing nature of their pleasures absolves their 
indifference to the misfortunes of others. A penny never 
means millions to them , millions, on the contrary, seem 
a mere trifle. Perhaps love must plead his cause by great 
saaifices, but a veil must be bghtly drawn across them, 
they must go down into silence. So when wealthy men 
pour out their devotion, their fortunes, and their lives, they 
gam somewhat by these commonly entertained opinions, 
an ^additional lustre hangs about their lovers’ folhes ; 
their silence is eloquent; there is a grace about the 
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Pauline, she looked at me in an almost motherly way } 
her hands shook a little as she held the lamp, so that the 
light fell on me, and cried— 

‘ “ Dieu ! how pale you arc I and you are wet through I 
My mother will try to wipe you dry. Monsieur Raphael,” 
she went on, after a little pause, “you arc so very fond of 
milk, and to-night we happen to have some cream. 
Here, will you not take some i ” 

* She poimced like a kitten, on a china bowl full of milk. 
She did it so quickly, and put it before me so prettily, 
that I hesiuted. 

* “ You are going to refuse me i ” she said, and her tones 
changed. 

*The pride in each felt for the other’s pride. It was 
Pauline's poverty that seemed to humiliate her, and to 
reproach me witn my want of consideration, and I melted 
at once, and accepted the cream that might have been 
meant for her morning’s breakfast The poor child tried 
not to show her joy, but her eyes sparkled. 

* “ 1 needed it badly," I said as I sat down. (An anxious 
look passed over her face.) “Do you remember that pas- 
sage, Pauline, where Bossuet tells how God gave more 
abundant reward for a cup of cold water than for a victory ? ” 

‘ “Yes,” she said, her heart beating like some wild bird’s 
in a child’s hands. 

* “ Well, as we shall part very soon, now,” I went on in 
an unsteady voice, “ you must let me show my gratitude 
to you and to your mother for all the care you have 
taken of me.” 

‘ “ Olu don’t let us cast accounts," she said, laughing. 
But her uughter covered an agiution that gave me pain, 
I went on without appearing to hear her words— 

*“My piano » one of trard’i best instruments; and 
you must take it. Pray accept it without hesitation } I 
really could not take it with me on the journey I am 
about to make.” 

‘Perhaps the melancholy tones m which I spoke 
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while, to give lessons myself and then we can keep 
a servant." , 

* I stole away softly, made some noise outside, aiw 
went into their room to take the lamp, that Pauline Wed 
to light for me. The dear child had lust poured soothing 
balm into my wounds. Her outspolcen admiration had 
given me fresh courage I to needed to belies e m tny” 
self and to come by a just esamate of my advantages. 
This revival of hope in me perhaps coloured my sur- 
roundings. Perhaps also 1 had never before really looked 
at the picture that so often met my eyes, of the two 
women in their room , it was a scene such as Flemish 
painters have reproduced so faithfully for us, that I admired 
in Its delightful reality The mother, with the kind 
upon her lips, sat knming stockings by the dymg fire , 
Pauline was painting hand screens, her brushes and paints, 
strewn over the tiny uble, made bnght spots of colour 

for the eye to dwell on \vhen die had left her seat and 

stood Iietting my Ump, one must have been under the 

yoke of a temble p»ion indeed, not to admire her 
faintly flushed transparent hands, the girlish charm of her 
attitude, the ideal gnee of her head, as the lamplight fell 
full on her pale face, height and silence added to the 
charms of this industnous vigil and peaceful interior 
The hght h-artedness that sustained such continuous toil 
could only spnng from devout submission and the lofty 
feelings tlut it bangs. 

‘There was an indescribable harmony^between them and 
their possessions. The splendour of Feedora’s home did 
not satisfy { it called out all my worst instincts , something 
in this lowly poverty and unlngned goodness revived me. 
It may have been that luxury abased me in my own eyes, 
while here my self-respect was restored to me, as I sought 
to extend the protecaon that a man is so eager to make 
felt, over these two women, who m the bare simphaiy 
of the existence in their brown room seemed to hve 
wholly in the feelings ol their hearts. As I came up to 

\ 
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a beast of prey A penniless man who has no ties to bind 
him IS master of himself at any rate, but a luckless wretch 
who IS m love no longer belongs to himself, and may not 
take his own life Love makes us almost sacred m our 
own eyes , it is the life of another that we revere within 
us , then and so begins for us the cruellest trouble of all — 
the misery with a hope in it, a hope for which we must 
even bear our torments. I thought I would go to Ras- 
tignac on the morrow to confide Feedora’s strange 
resolution to him, and with that I slept 

* “ Ah, ha ! ” cried Rastignac, as he saw me enter his 
lodging at nine o’clock m the morning "I know what 
brings you here Feedora has dismissed you Some 
kmd souls, who were jealous of your ascendency over the 
countess, gave out that you were going to be nurrjed 
Heaven only knows what follies your rivals have equipped 
you with, and what slanden have been directed at you ” 

* « That explains everything f " I exclaimed i remem- 
bered all my presumptuousspeeches, and gave the countess 
credit for no Jitile magnanunitv Jt pleased me to think 
that 1 was a miscreant who baa not been punished nearly 
enough, and J saw nothing m her indulgence but the 
long-suiTering charity of love 

“‘Not quite SO fast,” Urged the prudent Gascon, 
«Focdora has all the sagacity natural to a profoundly 
selfish woman , perhaps she taaj have taken your measure 
while you still coveted only her money and her splen- 
dour , m spite of all your care, she could have reaa }ou 
through and through. She can dissemble far too well 
to let any dissimulation pass undetected I fear,” he 
went on, ‘‘that I have brought you into a bad way. In 
spite of her cleverness and her tact, she seems to me 
a domineering sort of person, like every woman who can 
only feel pleasure through her brain. Happiness for her 
hc$ entirely m » coiafortzVle life and m social pkaiures j 
her sentiment 1$ only assumed , she will nuke you muer- 
able; you will be her head Aiotaun,” 
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enliKhtened the two womer, for they seemed to understand, 
and cted me with cunosity and alarm Here was tbe 
affection that I had looked for in the glacial regions of 
the great world, true affection, uiWKtentatious but tenoer, 
and possibly lasting 

* “ Don’t take it to heart so," the mother said , “ say on 
here. My husband is on his way towards us even now, 
she went on “ 1 looked into the Gospel of St John this 
evening while Pauline hung our door key in a Bible from 
her fingers The key turned , that means that Gaudm is 
in health and doing well Pauline began again for you ano 
for the young man in number seven — it turn^ for yoi^ 
but not for him We are all going to be rich Gaudin wiU 
come back a millionaire I dreamed once that I saw him 
m a ship full of serpents, luckily the water was rough, 
and that means gold or precious stones from over s^ 

‘TTie silly, fncndly words were like the crooning lullaby 
with which a mother soothes her sick child , they ui * 
manner calmed me There was a pleasant heartiness m 
the worthy woman’s looks and tones, which, if it eoula 
not remove trouble, at any rate soothed and quieted it, 
deadened the pam Paulne, keener-sighted than her 
mother, studied me uneasily , her quick eyes seemed to 
read my life and my future I thanked the mother and 
daughter by an inclination of the head, and burned away , 

1 was afraid 1 should break down. 

‘I found myself alone under my roof, and bid myself 
down m my misery My unhappy imagination suggesKd 
numberless baseless projects, ana prescribed impossible 
resolutions. When a man is struggling m the 
his fortunes, be is not quite without resources, but 1 
was engulfed. Ah, my dear fellow, we are too 
to blame the wretched Let us be less harsh on the 
results of thi,most powerful of adl social solvents. Where 
poverty is absolute there exist no such things as shame 
or enme, or Virtue or mte^gence I knew not what to 
do t 1 was as defenceless as a maiden on her knees before 
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may Your Intelligence be ? ” So Rastignac addressed the 
stranger as be sat down at a neighbouring table 

‘“Neither well noriU, I am overwhelmed with wort. 
I have all the necessary materials for some very cunous 
historical memoirs m my hands, and I cannot find any 
one to whom I can ascnbe them It womes me, for I 
shall have to be quick about it Memoirs are falling out 
of fashion ** 

* “ What are the memoirs — contemporaneous, ancien^ 
or memoirs of the couri, or « hat ? ” 

* “ They relate to the Necklace afia r ” 

Now, isn t that a coincidence ? ” said Rastignac, turn- 
ing to me and laughing He looked again to the litenry 
speculation, and said, md eating me— 

“‘This is M de Valentin, one of my fnends, whom 
I must introduce to you as one of our future literary 
celebrities. He had formcrlv an aunt, a marquise, rauen 
in favour once at court, ana for about two years he has 
b«n wnting a Royalist history of the Revolution " 

‘Then, bending over this singubr man of business, he 
went on— 

‘“He IS a man of talent, and a s mpleton that will do 
your memoirs for you, in bis aunt’s name, for a hundred 
crowns a volume ” 

‘“It’s a bargain," said the other, adjusting his cravat. 
“Waiter, my oysters." 

‘ “ Yes, but you must give me twenty five fouii as com- 
mission, and you svill pay him m advance for each volume," 
said Rastignae. 

‘ “ No, no. He shall only have fifty crowns on account, 
and then I shall be sure of having my manuscript punc- 
tually " 

“‘Rast gnac repeated this busmess oonrersation to me 
m low tones { and then, without pvuig me any voice un 
the milter, he rep'wJ— 

*“ We agree to your pnaposaL tVbencsn we call wpoa 
jxni to arrange the affair I " 
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* He spoke to the deaf I broke in upon him, disclosing, 
with an affecation of light-heaftcdness, the lUte of my 

*'"f2^,terday evemne,’’ he rejoined, “luck ran against 
me, and that carried off all my available cash But for 
that tnvial mishap, I would gladly have shared my purse 
with you But let us go and breakfast at the restaurant j 
perhaps there is good counsel in oysters.’* 

‘He dressed, and had his tilbury brought round, we 
went to the Cafe de Pans 1 ke a couple of milhoruires, 
armed with all the audacious impertinence of the specu- 
lator whose capital is imaginary. That devil of a Gascon 
quite disconcerted me by the coolness of his manners 
his absolute self-possession. While we were taking wnee 
after an excellent and wcU-ordcred repast, ayoung d^oy 
entered, who did not escape Rastignac. He had b«n 
nodding here and there among the crowd to this or that 
young man, distinguished both by personal attractions and 
elegant attire, and now he said to me — , 

^“Here’s your man," as he beckoned to this 
man with a wonderful cravat, who seemed to be looking 
for a table that suited his ideas. 

* “ That rogue has been decorated for bnngmg out b^ks 
that he doesn't understand a word of," whispered 
tignac, “he is a chemist, a historian, a novelist, and a 
political writer , he has gone halves, thirds, or quarters in 
the authorship of 1 don’t know how many plays* 
he 1$ as Ignorant as Dom Migucrs mule. He is not a 
man so much as a n3me,a label that the public is fatmli^ 
with. So he would do well to avoid shops inscnbcd with 
the motto, “J<« ren petit ecnrt He is acute 

enough to deceive an entire CTOgress of diplomatists. In 
a couple of words, he is a moral half-caste, not quite » 
fraud, nor entirely genuine. But, hush 1 he has succeeded 
already, nobody asks anything further, and every one 
calls hm an illustnous mars." 

‘“Well, my esteemed and excellent fnend, and how 
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do It. So, my dear friend, my thanks are due to you. 
I shall be quite nch with twenty-five Jouis.” 

‘"Richer than you think,** he laughed. "If I have 
my coTimission from Fmot m this matter, it goes to you, 
can’t you see ? Now let us go to the Bots de Boulogne,” 
he said, "we shall see jrour countess there, and I will 
show you the pretty httJc widow that I am to marry — 
a charming woman, an Afsacicnne, rather plump She 
reads Kane, Schiller, Jean Paul, and a host of lachrymose 
books. She has a mama for continually asking my 
opinion, and I have to look as if I entered into aU this 
German sensibility, and to know a pack of ballads— drugs, 
all of them, that my doctor absolutely prohibits. As yet I 
have not ^en able to wean her from her literary en- 
thusiasms, she sheds torrents of tears as she reads 
Goethe, and 1 have to ucep a little mpelf to please her, 
for she has an income of fifty thousand livre^ my dear 
boy, and the prettiest little hand and foot in the world 
On, if she would only say mtn enre and hreuiiler instead 
of min antht and prtutUtry she would be perfection I ” 

‘We saw the countess, radiant amid the splendours of 
her equipage The coquette bowed very graciously to us 
both, ana the smile she ^vc roe seemed to me to be divine 
and full of love I was very happy, I fancied myself 
beloved , I had money, a wealth of love in my hearty and 
my troubles were over 1 was light-hearted, blithe, and 
content. I found my friend’s bdy-love charming Earth 
and air and heaven — all nature — seemed to reflect 
Feedora's smile for me 

*A$ we returned through the Champs-Elysees, we paid 
a visit to Rastignac’s hatter and tailor. Thanks to the 
" Necklace,” my insignificant peace-footing was to end, 
and I made formidable preparations for a campaign. 
Henceforward 1 need not shnnk from a contest with the 
spruce and feshionable young men who made Feedora’s 
circle I went home, locked myself m, and stood 
by ray dormer window, outwardly calm enough, but in 



ji8 The Wild Ass*s Skin 

‘«Oh,weU! Come ind dine here ti>-morrow It sercn 

o’clock." , 

*We rose. Rastjcnie 0ung some monej to tue 
waiter, put the bill m his pocket, and we went out. 

I was quite stupefied by the flippancy and ease with 
which be had sold my venerable aunt, la Marquise de 
Montbauron 

“‘1 would sooner take ship for the Brazils, and give we 
Indians lessons in jgebra, though I don’t know a word of 
It, than tarnish my family tumc." 

‘ Rastjgnac burst out laughing 

‘ “ How dense you are I Take the fifty crowns m the 
first instance, ana write the memoirs. When you have 
finished them, you will decline to publish them in yoiff 
aunt’s name, imbecile I Madame de Montbauron, with 
her hooped petticoat, her rank and beauty, rouge and 
sLppers, and her death upon the scaffold, is worth a 
dw more than six hundred francs. And them if the 
trade will not give your aunt her due, some old advert 
turer, or tome shady countess or other, will be found to 
put her name to the memous." 

* “ Oh,” I gro aned , “why did I quit the blameless life ui 
my garret J ^is world has aspects that art very vilely 
dishonourable.” 

*“Ycs,”said Rastignac, “that IS all very poetical, but 

this IS a matter of business. What a child you are | 
Now, bsten to me As to your work, the public will 
decide upon it , and as for my bterary middle-man, hasn t 
be devoted eight years of his hfe to obtaining a ftioting m 
the book-trade, ai»J paid heavily for his experience f You 
divide the money and the labour of the book with him 
very unequally, but isn’t youn the better part f Twenty- 
five louis means as much to you as a thousand francs docs 
to him. Come, you can wntc histoncal memoirs, a work 
of art such as never was, since Diderot once wrote six 
sermons for a hundred crowns f " 

* “ After all," I said, in aptabon, “ 1 cannot choose but 
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in the recesses of my nattress , I hunted about eiery- 
whcre — I even $lioolc out my old boots A nervous fever 
seized me , I looked with wild eyes at the furniture 
when I had ransacked it all Will you understand, I 
wonder, the excitement that possessed me when, plunged 
deep in the listlessness of despair, I opened tny wnting- 
table drawer, and found a fair and splendid ten-franc 
piece that shone like a rising star, new and sparkling, and 
silly hiding in a cranny between two boards I I did not 
try to account for its previous reserve and the cruelty of 
which it had been guilty m thus lying hidden , 1 kissed 
It for a fnend faithful in adversity, and hailed it with a 
cry that found an echo, and made me turn sharply, to 
find Pauhne with a ftcc grown white. 

‘“I thought,” she faltered, “that you had hurt your- 
self I The man who brought the letter-^” (she broke 
ofF as if something smothered her voice). “But mother 
has paid him,” she added, and ilitted away like a way- 
ward, capricious child Poor little one) 1 wanted her 
to share my happiness. I seemed to have all the happi- 
ness in the world wichm me just then , and I would fain 
have returned to the unhappy, ail that 1 felt as if I had 
stolen from them. 

*Thc intuitive perception of adversity is sound for the 
most part , the countess bad sent away her carriage. 
One of those freaks that pretty women can scarcely 
expbin to themselves had determined her to go on foor, 
by w^ of the boulevards, to the Jardin des Plantes. 

*“It will ram,” I told her, and it pleased her to 
contradict me. 

' As It fell out, the weather was fine while we went 
through the Luxembourg, when we came out, some 
drops fell from a great cloud, whose prowess I had 
watched uneasily, and we took a cab At the Museum 
1 W3S about to dismiss the vehicle^ and Firdont (what 
agonies!) asked me not to do so. But it was like a 
dream m broad daylight for me, to chat with her, to 



130 The Wild Ass’s Skin 

rwlitj I bade a but good-bye to the rooft J 

betran to live m the future, rehearsed my life drama, Md 
di^unted love and its happiness. Ah, how stormy We 
can crow to be wiihm the tour walls of a garret ! l 
soul within us IS I Ve a fairy, she turns straw into 
diamonds for us , and for us, at a touch of her wand, 
enchanted palaces arise, as flowers in the meadows spring 


up towards the sun , 

‘Towards noon, next day, Pauline knocked gently at 
my door, and brought me— who could guess it note 

from Feedora- The countess asked me to take her to 
the Luxembourg, and to go thence to see with her the 
Museum and Jardin des Plantes. 

‘“The man is wamng for an answer," said Pauline, 
after quietly wailing for a moment. . t* i - 

* I hastily scrawled my acknowledgments, and Pauline 
took the note I changed my dress. When my toilette 
was ended, and I looced at m)selfwith some complais- 
ance, an icy shiver ran through me as I thought— 

‘“Will Pcedora walk ordnvef Will it ram or shiner 
— Ko matter, though," I said to myself, “whichever it 
IS, can one ever recKon with feminine capnee ^ She wiU 
have no money about ber, and will want to give a doaen 
francs to some little Savoyard because his rags are 
picturesque.” 

‘ 1 had not a brass Earthing, and should have no 
till the evening came. How dearly a poet pays for the 
inteUectual prowess that method and toil have brou''bt 
him, at such crises of our youth ’ Innumerable painfullv 
Vivid thoughts pierced me like barbs. I looked out of 
my wmdow , the weather was very unsettled. If things 
feU out badly, I might easily hire a cab for the day , but 
would not the fear he on me every moment that I might 
not meet Fmot in the evening r I felt too w(^ to 
endure such fears m the midst of my felicity. Though 
I felt sure that I should find nothmg, I b'^an a grand 
search through my room, I looked for imaginary coins 
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seemed to be playing a par^ and I thought her a consum- 
mate actress Then all at once my hopes awoke once 
more, at a single look and word Yet if reviving love 
expressed itself in my eyes, she bore its light without any 
change m the clearness of her own , they seemed, like a 
tigers eyes, to have a sheet 0 / metal behind them I 
used to hate her m such moments. 

**‘The influence of the Due de Navarrems would be 
very useful to me, with an all powerful person in Russia,’ 
she went on, persuasion in every modulation of her voice, 
“whose intervention I need in order to have justice done 
me m a matter that concerns both my fortune and my 
position in the world, that is to say, the recognition of my 
marnaee by the Emperor Is not the Due de Navarrems 
a cousin of yours 1 A letter from him would settle 
everything ” 

am yours,” I answered, “command me.” 

*“You are very nice,” she said, pressing my hand, 
“Come and have dinner with me, and 1 wiU tell you 
even thing, as if you were my confessor ” 

* ^0 this discreet, suspicious woman, who had never been 
heard to speak a word about her affairs to any one, was 
going to consult me. 

‘ “ Ob, how dear to me is rbis silence that you base 
imposed on me 1” I cried , “but I would rather have had 
some sharper ordeal still” And she smiled upon the 
intoxication in my eyes , she did not reject my admiration 
in any way , surely she loved me I 

* Fortunately, my purse held just enough to satisfy the 
cabman The day spent m her house, alone with her, 
was delicious , it w-as the first time that I had seen her 
m this way Hitherto we had alvi'ays been kept apart by 
the presence of oiheni,aiid ly her formal politeness and 
reserved manners, even dunng her magnificent dinners, 
but now it was as if I lived beneath her own roof— I had 
her all to myself, so to speak. My wandenng fancy 
broke down barriers^ arranged the events of life to niy 
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\Tan<3er m the Jardm dcs PUni«, to stray down the 
shady alleys, to feci her hand upon my arm , the secret 
transports repressed m me were reduced, no doubt, to a 
fixed and foolish smile upon my hps , there was some- 
thing unreal about it all Yet in all her movements, 
however alluring, whether we stood or whether we 
walked, there was nothing either tender or lover like 
When I tried to share in a measure the action of move- 
ment prompted by her life, 1 became aware of a chccic, 
or of something strange m her that I cannot explain, of 
an inner activity concealed tn her nature There is no 
suavity about the movements of women who have no 
soul m them Our wills were opposed, and we did not 
keep step together Words arc wanting to describe this 
outward dissonance between two beings , we are not 
accustomed to read a thought tn a movement. We 
instinctively feet this phenomenon of our nature, but tt 
cannot be expressed 

*I did not dissect my sensatons during those violent 
Kiaurea of passion,* Raphael went on, after a moment of 
iTietice, as if he were replying to an objection raised by 
himself *I did not analyse my pleasures nor count my 
heart beats then, as a miser scrutm ses and weighs his 
gold pieces. No , experience sheds its melancholy light 
over the events of the past to-day, and memory brings 
these pictures back, as the sea waves m fair weather cast 
up fragment after fragment of the debris of a wrecked 
vessel upon the strand 

‘ “ It IS in your power to render me a rather important 
service," said the countess, looking at me m an embar- 
rassed way “After conbdmg to you my aversion for 
lov«s, I /eel myself more ar liberty to entreat your good 
offices m the name of fncnJship. Will there not be very 
much mote merit in obl^ing me to-day f " she asked, 
laughing 

* I looked at her in anguish Her manner w as coaxing, 
but in no wise afiectionate , she felt nothing for me , she 
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tickets at thirty sous each, and settled my debts , but for 
some days to come the difficulties of Jiving were removed 
If I hid but listened to Rastignac, I might have had abund- 
ance by frankly adopting the “ English system ” He really 
wanted to estiblish my credit by setting me to raise 
loans, on the theory that borrowing is the basis of credit 
To hear him talk, the future was the largest and most 
secure kind of capita) in the world My future luck was 
hypothecated for the benefit of my creditors, and he gave 
mv custom to his tailor, an artist, and a young nun’s 
tailor, who was to leave me in peace until I mirncd 

‘The monastic life of study that I had led for three 
years past ended on this day I frequented Ferdora’s 
house very diligently, and tried to outshine the heroes or 
the swaggerers to be found in her circle When I be- 
lieved that I had left poverty for ever behind me, I regained 
my freedom of mmd, humiliated my rival^ and was 
looked upon as a very attractive^ dazzling, and irresistible 
sort of man But acute folk used to sav with regard to 
me, “A fellow as clever as that will keep all his enthu- 
siasms in his brain," and charitably extolled my faculties at 
the expense of my feelings. “ Isn’t he lucky, not to be in 
love • ” they exclaimed “If be were, could he be so light- 
hearted and animated ?” Yet inFcedora’s presence I was 
as dull as love could make me When I was alone with 
her, I had not a word to say, or jf I did speak, I renounced 
love, and I a/Fecfcd gaiety but ill, hkc a courtier who 
has a bitter mortification to hide. I tried in every way 
to make tnvself indispensable m her life, and necessary to 
her vanity and to her comfort, I was a plaj thing at her 
pleasure, a slave always at her side. And when I had 
fnttered away the day in this way, I went back to my 
work at night, seconng merely two or three houra’ sleep 
in the early morning 

‘But I had not, like Rastignac, the “English system" at 
my finger-ends, and I very soon saw mvself without a 
penny I fell at once into that precarious way of life 
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Lkme, zni steeped me in happiness and loie I SMined 
to m^lf her husband, I liked to watch her busied ivi^ 
little details , ic was a pleasure to me even to s« her taW 
off her bonnet and shawl She left me alone for a little, 
and came back, charming:, with her hair newly ar^ged , 
and thi> damt) change of toilette had been made for me ! 

‘ Dunng the dinner she bvished attention upon me, and 
pul charm without end into those numberless tnfles to all 
seeming, that make up half of our existence nevertheless. 
As we sat together before a crackling fire, on silken 
cushions, surrounded by the most desirable creations of 
Onental luxury, as I saw this woman whose famous 
beauty made every heart beat, so close to me , an un- 
approachable woman w bo was talkmg and bringing all her 
powers of coquetry to bear upon me , then my blissful 
pleasure rose almost to the point of suffenng To my 
sexation, I recollected the important business to be con- 
cluded , I determined to go to keep the appointment nuie 
for me for this evening 

*“ So soon?" she said, seeing me take my hat 

* She loved me, then • or I ttiought so at least, from the 
bland tones m which those two words were uttered I 
would then have bartered a couple of years of life for 
every hour she chose to grant me, and so prolong mv 
ecstasy NW happmess was increased by the extent ot 
the money Isacnhced It was midnight before she dis- 
missed me. But on the morrow, for au that, my heroism 
cost me a good many remorseful pangs , I was afraid the 
affair of the Memoirs, now of such importance for m^ 
might have fallen through, and rushed off to Rastignac. 
We found the nominal author of my future labours just 
getting up 

‘ Finot read over a brief agreement to me, m wnicn 
nothing whateser was aid about my aunt, and when it 
bad been signed he paid me down fifty crowns, and the 
three of us brakfasted together I had only thirty francs 
iett over, when I had paid for my new hat, for sixty 
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, of; *lie drew him into her power, and arranged her whole 
' mysterious business with him , I was left out, I heard not 
\ a word of It , she bad nude ji tool of me I She did nos 
'seem to be aware of my existence while my cousin was 
frcsent , she received me less cordially perhaps than when 
Iwas first presented to her One evening she chose to 
m’ortify me before the duke by a look, a gesture, that it 
is Vseless to try to express in words I went away with 
teais m my eyes, planning terrible and outrageous swemes 
of vtngeancc without end 

*I often used to go with her to the theatre Love 
ucterl absorbed me as 1 sat beside her , as I looked at her 


1 used to give myself up to the pleasure of listening to the 
music, putting all my soul into the double joy of love and 
of heanng every emotion of my heart translated into 
musical cadences. It was myr passion that filled the sir 
and the stage, that was uiumpbant everywhere, but 
with my mistress. Then 1 would uke Feedora's hand 
J used to sao ber features and her eyeSy implomtg ol 
them some indication that one blended fechng possessed 
us both, seeking hr (he sudden harmony awakened by the 
power of music, which makes our souls vibrate in unison , 
but her hand was passive, her eyes said nothing 

* When the fire that burned in me glowed too fiercely 
from the face I turned upon her, she met it with that 
studied smile of hers, the conventional expression that sits 
on the li{)S of every poriniit in every exhibition She was 
not listening to the music TTie divine pages of Kossiiii, 
Cimarosa, or Zingarclli called up no emotion, gave no 
voice to any poc(ry in her life, her soul was a desert. 

* Feedora presented herself as a drama before a drama 
Her lorgnette travelled restlessly over the boxes j she was 
restless too beneath the apparent calm , fashion tyrannised 
over berj her box, her bormet, her carnage, her own 
personality absorbed her entirely My nicralcsi know- 
ledge thoroughly tore away all my lilusioni. If good 
breeding consists in self forgetfulness and considetatKW 
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which indusmously hides co’d ind miserab’c depths 
beneath an clusnc surface of luxury; I Vr-as a cox»mb 
without conq^uests, a penniless fo^ a nameless tallant- 
The old suftenngs were renewed, but less sharply , no 
doubt 1 was growing used to the painful crises. Very 
o^en my sole d et cons sted of the scanty provision ol 

and tea that is offered in drawing rooms, or one of 
the countess’s great dinners must sustain me for wo 
whole da)-s. I used all try time, and exerted every erort 
and all my powers of observation, to penetrate the tmpene* 
trablc character of terdora. Alternate hope and dspair 
had swayed my opinions , for me she was sometimes the 
tenderest, sometimes the most unfeeling of women. But 
these transinons from joy to sadness became unendurable , 

I sought to end the homble conflict within me by cx- 
tut|ujshjng love. By the light of warning gleams my 
«oiu wmenmei recogni<cd the gulfs that by between us. 
'Ilie countess confirmed all my fars, 1 had never yet 
detected any tear in her eyes , an affecune scene tn a 
pby left her imiline and unmoved. AU her mstincti 
were selfish , she could not divine another’s joy or sorrow. 
She had made a fool of me, in fact t 

*I had rejo ced over a saen'ice to make for her, and 
almost humihated myself in seeking out my kinsman, the 
Due de Navarreins, a selfish man who was asham^ of 
my poverty, and had injured me too deeply not to hate 
me. He received me with the polite coldness that 
makes every word and gesture seem an insult , he looked 
so ill at case that 1 ptued him. I blushed for this petti- 
ness amid grandeur, and penunousness surrounded by 
luxury He began to talk to me of bis heavy losses m 
the three per cents^ and then 1 told him the object of 
my visit. The change in his manners, hitherto gboal, 
which now gradual^ became affectionate, d sgusted me. 

*Well, he called upon the countess, and completely 
ecLpsed me with her 

‘ On him Feedora exercised tpelli and witchenm unheard 
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monef we can always inspire sueb sentiments as arc 
necessary for our comfort in those about us.” 

* I went away confounded by the arguments of luxury, 
fcy the reasoning of this woman, of the world in which 
she lived , and b^Iamed myself for my infatuated idolatry 
1 myself had not loved Pauline because she was poor, and 
had not the wealthy Foedora a nght to repulse Raphael f 
Conscience is our unerring judj^c until we finally stifle 
It. A specious voice said uithin me, “Fccdora is neither 
attracted to nor repulses any one, she has her liberty, 
hut once upon a time she sold herself to the Russian 
count, her husband or her lover, for gold But tempta 
tion IS certain to enter into her iile Wait dll that 
moment comes 1” She lived remote from humanity, m a 
sphere apart, in a hell or a heaven of her own , she was 
neither frail nor virtuous. This feminine enigma m 
embroideries and cashmeres had brought into play every 
emotion of the human heart ta me^pnde, ambiaon, lov^ 
curiosity 

‘There was a crate just then for praising a pla^ at a 
little Boulevard theatre, prompted perhaps by a wish to 
appear original that besets us all, or due to some freak of 
Asbion The countess showed some signs of a wish to 
see the floured face of the actor who had so delighted 
several people of taste, and I obtained the honour of taking 
her to a first representauon of some wretched farce or 
other A box scarcely cost five francs, but 1 bad not a 
brass farthing I was but halfway through the volume 
of Memoirs , I dared not beg for assistance of Fmot, and 
Rastignac, my providence, was away. These constant 
perplexities were the bane of my life 

‘ We had once come out of the theatre when it was 
rainmg heavily , t cedora had called a cab for me before I 
could escape from her show of concern , she would not 
admit any of my excuses— my liking for wet weather, 
and my wish to go to the gaming-table She did not 
read my {xivertj m my embarrassed attitude, no' in my 
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for others, m constantly showine gentleness m voice and 
bcannR, in pleasing others, and in maVing them content 
m themselves, all traces of her plebeian origin were not 
set obliterated m Foidora, in spite of her cleverness, 
tier self forgetfulness svas a sham, her manners were nc< 
innate but painfully acquired, her politenea ^s nth r 
subservient And yet for those she smg'cd out, #er 
honeyed words expressed natural kindness, her 
tious exasgeratton ivas exa’ted enthusiasm I alone hao 
scrutinised her gnmaangs, and stripped away the t in 
ruid that sufficed to conceal her real nature fron ttie 
world , her tnckery no lonccr deceived me , I ha 
sounded the depths of that feline nature I bluned tor 
her u hen some donkey or other flattered and comp-imentc 
her And yet I loved her through it all • I hoped that 
her snows would melt with the warmth of t poet s los e 
If I could only have made her heart capable of a ^ oman s 
tenderness, if I could have made her feel all the gf»tne« 
that lies in devotion, then I should have seen her perfected, 
she would have been an angel I loved her u a man, a 
lover, and an artist , if u had been necessary not to loim 
her so that I might win her, some cool headed 
some self posses«d calculator would perhaps have had the 
advantage over me. She was so vain and sophisticated, 
that the language of vanity would appeal to her , she 
would have flowed herself to be taken in the toils of an 
mtngue , a hard, cold nature would have gained a com- 
pl'te ascendancy over her Keen gnef had 
ray very souL as she onconsoously revealed her acwlute 
love of self 1 seemed to see her as the one day would bt^ 
alone m the world, with no one to whom she could 
stretch her hand, with no fncndly eyes for her 
meet and rest upon 1 was bold enough to set this before 
her one evening , I painted in vivid colours her lonelv, 
sad, deserted old age. Her comment on this prospect ot 
so temble a revenge of thwarted nature was hornbl^ 

‘“I shall always have money," the said, “and with 
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vras so pure and ^nk that I fancied I coutd see as clearl}* 
into her heart as into my own. 

‘ “ Do you lo\ e me ? ” I asked. 

* “ A little, — passionately — not a hit f " she cned, 

‘Then she did not love inc. Her jesting tones, and a 

little glee/ul movement that escaped her, expressed nothing 
beyond a girlish, blithe goodwill I told her about my 
distress and the predicament in which I found myscK^ and 
asked her to help me 

‘ “ You do not wish to go to the pawnbroker’s yourself, 
M. Raphael,” she answered, “and yet you would send me ! ” 

‘1 blushed in confusion at the child’s reasoning She 
took my hand tn hers as if she wanted to compensate for 
this home-truth hy her light touch upon it 

*“Oh, Z would willinghr go,” said, “but it 1 $ not 
necessary. I found two five-franc pieces at the back of 
the piano, that had slipped without your knowledge be- 
tween the frame and the keyboard, and I hid them on 
your table ” 

‘“You will soon be coming into some money, M, 
Raphael,” said the kind mother, showing her face between 
the curtains, “and I can easily lend j'ou a few crowns 
meanwhile ” 

‘“Oh, Pauline {"I cned^ as I pressed icr hani^ ^‘fiow 
I wish that I were nch • ” 

‘“Bah^ why should you 1" she said petulantly. Her 
hand shook in mine ivith the throbbing of her pulse ; she 
snatched it away, and looked at both of mine. 

‘“You will marry a nch wife,” she said, ** but she will 
give you a great deal of trouble. Ah, Dieu } she will be 
your death, — I am sure of it.” 

‘In her exclamation there was something like belief m 
her mothePs absurd superstitions. 

‘ “ You are very credulous Pauline 1 " 

* “ The woman whom you will love is going to kill you 
—there is no doubt of it,** she said, looking at me with 
alarm. 
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forced jests. My eyes would redden, but tbe did 
undersund » look. A young nuns life » at the mer^ 
of the strangest whims I At every revolution of the 
wheels dunng the journey, thoughts that burned stireea 
in my heart. I tried to pull up a plank from the bottom 
of ibe vehicle, hoping to slip through the hole into the 
street} but finding insupetaWc obstacles, I burst into a ht 
of laughter, and ^en sat stupefied in calm dejection, lilce 
a man m the pillory When I reached my lodging, Paulire 
broke m through ny first stammering words with 

* “ If you haven’t any money f" , 

‘ Ab, the music of Rossini was as nothing compared 
with those words. But to return to the performance at 


the Funanbules. , ,, j 

‘ I thought of pawning the circlet of gold 
mother s portrait in order to escort the countess. Aiibou|h 
the pawnbroker loomed in my thoughts as one of the 
drors of a convict’s pnson, 1 would rather 
earn'd my bed thither than have begged for alms. * 

IS something so painful in the expression of a man who 
as^ money of you • There are loans that mulct us of 
our self respect, just as sone rtbufTs from a fhenos lips 
sweep away our last illusion. v j T 

♦ Pauline was working , her mother bad gone to bed. 1 
flung a stealthy glance over the bed , the curtains were 
drawn back a litil' , Madame Gaudm was in a deep $ eet^ 
I thought, when I saw her quiet, sallow profi'e out ined 
against the pillow 

‘“You are m trouble f " Pauhne said, d ppmg her brush 
into the colounng 

*“lt is m your power to domeagreat «rTice,my dear 
child,” 1 answered 

* The gladness in her eyes fhghtcned me 

*“ls It possible that she loves me?" I thought. 
“ Pauline,” 1 began 1 went and sal near to her, so as to 
study her My tones had been so searching that she read 
my thought , her eyes HI, and I scrutmised her face. It 
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^er, as I had laid alrcadf my life and my fete at her feet 
With a pleasure m which compunction mingled, J gavo 
hcr a bouquet. I learned from its pnce the extravagance 
of superhcial gallantry in the world But very soon she 
complained of the heavy scent of a Mexican jcssamme. 
The intenor of the theatre, the bare bench on witch she 
was to sit, filled her with intolerable disgust, she upw 
braided me for bringing her there Although she sat beside 
me, she wished to go, and she went I had spent sleep- 
less nights, and squandered two months of my life fer her 
and I could not please her Never had that tormtnting 
spirit been more unfeeling or more fescmating 

* I sat beside her in the cramped back seat of the vehicle , 
all the way 1 could feel her breath on me and the con- 
tact of her perfumed glove , X saw distinctly all her 
exceeding beauty , I mhaled a vague scent of oms^root , 
so wholly a wonvan she was, with no touch of woman- 
hood Just then a sudden gleam of l^ht lit up the 
depths of this mptenous life for me T thought all at 

oacc<ff s bode jW/r pabiishc^ b^a poet, a genante catt’ 

ception of the artis^ ui the shape of the statue of 
Poh cletos. 

‘ i seemed to see that monstrous creation, at one time 
an officer, breaking m a spirited horse , at another, a girl, 
who gives herself up to her toilette and breaks her lovers 
hearts , or again, a felse lover dnvinz a timid and gentle 
maid to despair Unable to analyse r irdora by any other 
process, I told her this fenciful story, but no hint of her 

resemblance to this poetr) of the impossible crossed her 

1 C simply diverted her , she was Lie a child over a story 
from the Jrahian Nights 

‘“Fccdora must be shielded by some talisman^” I 
thought to myself as I went bad^ “or she could not 
resist the love of a man of my age, the mfcctioui fc\ cr of 
that splendid malady of thesouL Is Fccdora, like iLady 
Dclacour, a prey to a cancer i Her bfe n certainly an 
unnatural one " 
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*Slie took wp her Vnisli spam ind d poed «t In the 
colour, her preat agitation w*» evident, »He looactl at 
me no longer 1 was ready to give credence ju« then to 
supers luous fancies , no man ts utterly wretched so long 
as he IS supcrstitioosi a U. cf of that kind is often m 
reality a hope 

* 1 found that those two magnificent fis e-franc pieces 
were lyin'*, in feet, upon my tab’e when 1 reached my 
room. Dun’ig the first confused thoughts of early 
slumber, I tned to audit my accounts to as to cxpla n 
th s unhoped for windfall j hut 1 l«t myself m useless 
ca!euli*ions, and I’ept. Just as I was leaving my room 
to engage a box the next mo ning, Pauline came to 
see me 

‘“Perhaps your ten francs is not enough," said the 
tmuble, kind hearted prl , “ my mother told me to 
offer you this money Take it, please, take It I " 

‘She laid three crowns upon the able, and tried to 
esape, but I would not let her go. Admiration dneJ 
the tears that sprang to my eyes 
‘“You arc an angel, Pauline," I said “It » not the 
loan that touches me so much as the delicacy with which 
It « offered I used to wish for a rich wife, a fashionable 
woman of rank , and now, alas I 1 would rather possess 
millions, and find sotoe girl, as poor as you are, with a 
generous nature like your own , and I would renounce 
a fatal paw on which will kill me. Perhaps what you 
told me will come true " 

‘ “That IS enough," she said, and fled away , the fresh 
trills of her bird-like voice rang up the staircase 

‘ “ She IS very happy ui not yet knowing loi e," I said to 
mj'self, thinking of the torments 1 had endured for many 
months past. 

‘Pauline’s fifteen francs were invaluable to me Feedora, 
thinking of the stiRtng odour of the crowded place where 
we Were to spend several hours, was sorry that she had 
no brought a bouquet, 1 went in search of flowers for 
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spider in its web The white-watered silk and muslin of 
the curtains spread before me in great pleats like organ- 
pipes, With mjr penknife I cut loopholes in them, 
through which I could see 

‘ I heard vague murmurs from the salons, the laughter 
and the louder tones of the speakers The smothered 
commotion and vague uproar lessened by slow degrees 
One man and another came for his hat from the coun 
tess’s chest of drawers, close to where I stood I shivered, 
if the curtains were disturbed, at the thought of the 
mischances consequent on the confused and hasty in- 
vestigations made by the men in a hurry to depart, who 
were rummaging everywhere When I expcienced no 
misfortunes or this km^ I augured well of my enterpnse 
An old wooer of Fosdora’s came for the last hat, he 
thought himself quite alone, looked at the bed, and 
heaved a great sigh, accompanied by some inaudible 
exclamation, into which he threw sufficient energy. In 
the boudoir close by, the countess, finding only some five 
or SIX intimate acquaintances aiwut her, proposed tea 
The scandals for which existing society has reserved the 
little faculty of belief {hat it retains, mingled with epi- 
grams and trenchant witticisms, and the datter of cups 
and spoons. Rastignac drew roars of laughter by merci- 
less sarcasms at the expense of my nvals 

* “ M de Rastignac 1 $ a man with whom it is better not 
to quarrel,” said the countess, laughing 

*“I am quite of that opinion,” was his candid reply. “I 
have always been right about my aversions — and my 
friendships as well,” he added. " Perhaps my enemies are 
quite as useful to me as my friends. 1 have made a par- 
ticular study of modem phraseology, and of the natural 
craft that is used in all attack or defence Official elo- 
quence IS one of our perfect soaal products. 

“* One ofyour friends isnot dever, so tou speak of his 
intcgnty and fats candour. Another’s work is heavr , you 
mtr^uce it as a piece of conscientious labour . and if the 
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*I thaddered at the thought Then I decided on » 
plan, at once the wildest and the most rational that lover 
ever dreamed of I would studj this woman from a 
physical point of view, as I had already studied her 
intellectually, and to this end I made up my mtfid to 
•spend a night in her room without her knowledge. This 
project preyed upon me as a thirst for revenge gnaws at 
the h'art of a Corsican monk. Thisishowlcamed itout 
On the days when FeeJora received, her rooms were fet 
too crowded for the hall poncr to keep the balance even 
■between goers and comers , I could remain in the house, 
I fell sure, without causing a scandal m it, and I waitcc; 
the countess’s coming soiree with impatience As 1 
dressed I put a little English penknife into mj' waistcoa 
pocket, instad of a poniard That literary implement 
if found upon me, could awaken no suspicion, but I knev 
not whither my romantic resolution might lead, aud 
wished to be prepared 

* As soon as the rooms began to fill, 1 entered the bed 
room and rumincd the arrangements. The inner an 
outer shutters were closed , th i was a good bcmnning 
and as the waning maid might come to draw back th 
curtains that bung over the windows, I pulled then 
together I was running great nsks in ventunng t 
manoeuvre beforehand in this way, but I had accepted th 
situation, and had de) benedy reckoned with its dangers 
‘About midnight I hid myself m the embrasure of th 
window I tned to scrambfe on to a ledge of the wain 
cotting, hanging on by the fastemng of the shutters wit 
my back aga nst the wall, in such a position that f<K 
could not be visible When I had carefully considere 
my points of support, and the space between me and tf 
curtains, I had ^come sufficiently act^uainted with a 
the difficulties of my position to stay in it without fear 
detection if und stuibed by cramp, coughs, or sneezing 
To avoid useless &ttgue, I remained standing until d 
<nucal moment, when I must hang suspended like 
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should ha^ e to'^t a mistress, but I had a fnend ! But love 
inspired xne all at once, wjih one of those treacherous and 
fallacious subtleties that it can use to soothe all our pangs 

‘ If Feedora loved me, I thought, she would be sure to 
disguise her feelings by some mocking jest- How often 
the heart protests against a he on the tips ^ 

* Well, very soon my audacious rival, left alone with 
the countess, rose to go 

‘ “ What • already f ” asked she in a coaxing s oice that 
set my heart beating “Will jou not give me a few 
more minutes ? Have you nothing more to say to me ? 
s\ ill you never sacrifice any of jour pleasures for me ? ” 

* He went away 

‘“Ah*” she jawned, “how very tiresome they all 
are ! ” 

‘She pulled a cord energctrcalJj till the sound of a hell 
rang through the place, tlicn, humming a few notes of 
Pria ehe r^ae//, the countess entered her room No one 
had ever beard her sing , her muteness had called forth the 
wildest explanations She had promised her first lover, 
so It was said, who had been held captive by her talent, 
and svhosc jealousy over her stretched beyond his grave, 
that she would never allow others to experience a happi- 
ness that he wished to be hi$ and his alone 

* I exerted every power of my soul to catch the sounds 
Higher and higher rose the notes , Feedora’s life seemed 
to dilate Within her, her throat poured forth all its 
richest tones, something we'l nigh divine entered into 
the melody. There was a bnght punty and clearness 
of tone in the cDunte«!s’8 voice, a thnlhng harmony 
which reached the heart and stirred us ptuses. Mu- 
sicians are seldom unemotional , a woman who could sing 
like that must know how to love indeed Her beautiful 
voice made one more puriJe ui a woman mvstenous enough 
before. 1 beheld her then, as plainly as 1 see you at this 
moment. She seemed to listen to herself, to experience a 
Kcrcl rapture of her own , she fHt, as it were, an cesmy 
like tJaat of love- 
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book IS jU wntten, you extol the ideas it eonainv Such 
an one is treacherous and fickle, slips through your fingers 
erery moment , bah 1 he is atiractire, bewching, he 1$ 
delightful 1 Suppose they are enemies, you fling every one, 
dead or alive, m their teeth "k 00 revet se your phraseology 
for ih«f bcnc'it, and st»i art as keen in detecting ihcir 
^faults as you were before adroit in bringing out the 
virtues of^our friends. Thu way of using the mental 
lorgnette is the secret of conversation nowadays, and th-* 
whole art of the complete courtier If jou neglect it, 

} ou might as well go out as an unarmed knight >^nncret 
to fight against men in armour And I make use of it, 
and esen abuse it at times. So ue arc respected — 1, my 
fnends, and, moreover, my sword is quite as sharp as my 
tongue." 

* One of Feedora's mou fervid worshippers, wbos* pro- 
sumption was notorious, and who even made it cont tbute 
to his success, took up the glove thrown down to scotth 
fijlly by Rastignae. He began an unmasured eulogy or 
lae, my performances, and my cbaracter Rastignae had 
overlooked this method of detraction. His sarcastic en- 
comiums misled the countess, who senficed without 
mercy , the betrayed my secrets, and dended my pre'cn- 
sions and my hopes, to divert her fnends. 

‘“There is a future before him," said Rastignae. “Some 
day he may be in a position to t^e a cruel revenge , his 
uients are at least equal to his courage j and I should 
consder those who attack him very rash, for he has a good 
memory—” 

‘“And wmes Memou^" put m the countess, who 
seemed to object to the deep silence that prevailed. 

‘“Memoirs of a sham countess, madame,” replied Ras- 
cgnzc. “ Another sort of courage is needed to wnie that 
sort of thing” 

‘“I give him credit for plenty of courage,” the an- 
swered , “he is faithful to me ” 

‘I Was greatly tempted to show myself suddenly among 
the radets, like the shade of Banquo m Macbeth, I 
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* All the blood in my van$ rushed to my heart at this 
observation, but no more was said about curtains. 

* “ Life u very empty," the countess went on “ Ah J 
be careful not to scratch me as you did yesterday Just 
look here, I still have the marks of your nails about me,” 
and she held out a little silken knee She thrust her bare 
feet into velvet slippers bound with swan's-down, and un- 
fastened her dress, while Justine prepared to comb her hair 

*“ You ought to tnaiTT, madamc, and have children " 

“* Children •” she cried , “it wants no more than that 
to finish me at once , and a husband I What man is 

there to whom I could f Was my hair well arranged 

to-mghe?” 

Not particularly” 

‘“You area fool 

‘ “ That way of cnmping your hair too much 1$ the 
least becoming way possible for you Larg^ smooth curls 
suit vou a great deal better ” 

‘“Really?" 

‘“Yes, really, madame , that wavy style only looks 
nice m fair hair ” 

‘“Marnage^ never, never! Mamage is a commercial 
arraneement, for which I was never made " 

‘ What a disheartening scene for a lover ! Here was a 
lonely woman, without friends or km, without the religion 
of love, without ftith m any affection Yet however 
slightly she might feel the need to pour out her heart, 
a craving that every human being feels, it could only be 
satisfied by gossiping with ber maid, by trivial and in- 
different talk. . . . I grieved for her 

*Justine unlaced her. I watched her carefully when 
she ws at last unveiled Her maidenly form, m its rosc- 
tinged whiteness, was visible through her shift in the taper 
li»ht, as dazzling as some silver statue behind its gauve 
covering No, there was no defect that need shnnk from 
the stolen glances of love Alas, a fair form will over- 
come the stoutest resoluuona ! 
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‘She »tood before the keirth dunne the wecutloft o| 
the pnnapal theme of the nnJii and when %he cca*^ 
her ftce changed, She looked wred , her feature* 
to alter. She had htd the nmlc aiidc , her part 
actres* was over. Yet the faded loot that came over 
beauuful face, a result either of this perfonnance or of “C 
evenine’* htigue*, had m charms, toOk 
‘ “ Tliij IS her real self,** I thought. 

‘She set her foot on a bronac bar of the fender as if 
warm it, took off her gloves, and drew over her head 

f old chain from which her beiewcUed sccnt-bottJe hii^S' 
t gave me a quite indescribable pleasure to watch 
feline grace of every movement, the supple grace * 
oisplays as it adjusts la toilette in the sun. She looLci*^* 
herself m the mirror and uid aloud illJiumourcdiy— * ^ 
did not look well this evening , my complexion is g(”"5 
with alarming rapidity , perhaps i ought to keep ea/h^ 
hours, and give up this life of dissipation. Doe* 
mean to tnfle with me?" She rang again, her jfiai® 
burned in Where she bad been 1 cannot tell ; the 
ui by a secret staircase I was anxious to make a 
o? "itee 1 hid lodged accusations, m my romaniie 
ginings, against this mvisible wajung-woaian, a tail, svell- 
made brunette. 

* “ D d tnadame nng ? " 

‘“Yes, twice,” answered Fccdoraj “arc you really 
growing deaf nowadays ?” 

‘“I was prepanng oudame’s milk of almonds." 

‘Justmc knelt down before her, unlaced her saf’*^ 
and drew them off, while her m stress lay cardessly hack 
on her cushioned armchair beside the fire, yawned* ““ 
scratched her head. Every movement was perf^‘7 
natural, there was notbingwhatever to indicate the 
sufferings or emouons with which I had credited hef* 
‘“Geo^e must be in love!" she rtmarkeiL “I *haU 
him. He has drawn the curtains again to-n’Sh* 
What doe* be mean by it?" 
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thoughts and feelings into the accidents of her breathine, 
whether weak or regular, gentle or laboured I shared 
her dreams, I would fim have dmncd her secrets by 
reading them through her slumber I hesitated among 
contradictory opinions and decisions without number I 
could not deny my heart to the woman I saw before me, 
with the calm, pure beauty m her face I resolved to 
make one more effort Jf i told her the story of my life, 
my love, my sacrifices, might I not awaken pity m her 
or draw a tear from her who never wept i 

‘As I set all my hopes on this last experiment, the 
sounds in the streets showed that da\ was at hand For 
a moment's space I pictured Ftedora waking to find her 
self m my arms. I could have stolen softly to her side 
and slipped them about her in a close embrace Kesolved 
to resist the cruel tyranny of this thought, 1 burned into 
the salon, heedless of any sounds 1 might make, but, 
luckily, I came upon a secret door leading to a little 
staircase As I had expected, the key was m the lock, 

I slammed the door, went boldlv out into the court, and 
gained the street in three bounos, without looking round 
to sec whether 1 was observed 

‘A dramatist was to read a comedy at the countess's 
house m two days’ time, I went thither, intending to 
outstay the others, so as to make a rather singular request 
to her , I meant to ask her to keep the following evening 
for me alone, and to deny herself to other comers , but 
when I found myself alone with her, my courage failed 
Every tick of the clock alarmed me it wanted only a 
quarter of an hour of midnight. 

“*If I do not speak,” 1 thought to myself, **I must 
smash my head against the corner of tiie mantel- 
piece.” 

* I gave myself three minutes’ grace , the three minutes 
went by, and 1 did not smash my head upon the marble j 
mr heart grew hca> 7 , like a ^nge with v/ater 
“* You are exceedingly amusing,* said she. 
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» The maid lighted the taper m the alabaster sconce that 
hune before the bed, while her mistress sat thoughtful 
and silent before the fire Justine went for a warming- 
pan, turned down the bed, and helped to lay her rnistrea 
m it , then, after some further time spent in punctiliously 
rendering various services that showed how senously 
Feedora respected herself, her maid left her In® 
countess turned to and fro several times, and sighed , she 
was ill at ease , faint, just perceptible sounds, like signs or 
impatience, escaped from her lips. She reached out a 
hand to the table, and took a flask from it, from which 
she shook four or five drops of some brown liquid into 
some milk before taking it, again there followed tome 
painful s ghs, and the excbnution, ^Mon Dttu 

• The cry, and the lone in which it was uttered, wrung 
tnyheart. By degrees she lay mononless. This frightened 
me , but very soon I heard a sleeper’s heavy, regiJtf 
breathing I drew the rustling silk curtains apart, left 
my post, went to the foot of the bed, and gazed at her 
with feelings that I cannot define. She was so enchant- 
ing as she lay like a child, with her ann abo\e her head , 
but the sweetness of the fair, quiet visage, surrounded by 
the lace, only imotcd me. I bad not been prepared for 
the torture to which I was compelled to submit 

***^y«n Dint I” that scrap of a thought which I under- 
stood not, but must even take as my sole light, had suddenly 
modified my opinion of Feedora. Tnte or profoundly 
significant, frivolous or of deep import, the words might 
be construed as expressive of either pleasure or pain, of 
physical or of mental suffenng Was it a prayer or a 
malediction, a forecast or a memory, a fear or a regret f 
A whole hfc lay in that utterance, a life of wealth or of 
penu^ , perhaps it contained a crime ! 

*Thc mystery that lurked beneath this fair semblance 
of womanhood grew afresh, there were so many ways of 
explaining Feedora, that the became incxphcablc. A sort 
of language seemed to flow from between her bps. I put 
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Do you know that you have piqued my cunosity ? ” 
the said, taughins 

*“J wiJl not disappoint 1 ^” I said quietly, as I seared 
myself near to her and took the hand that she surrendered 
tome “ Vou hate a very beautiful \oicc I" 

' “ You have never heard me sing J ” she exclaimed^ 
lUrting involuntarily with surpnse 

‘“Iwili prove that It IS quite otherwise, whenever it 
It necessary Is your delightful singing still to remain a 
mystery ? Have no fear, 1 do not wish to penetrate it.” 

‘We spent about an hour in familiar talk. While 1 
adopted the attitude and manner of a man to whom 
Fecdora must refuse nothing, I showed her all a lover s 
deference Acting m this wa), 1 received a favour — I 
v/as allowed to kiss her hand She daintily drew off the 
clove, and my whole soul was dissolved and poured 
mrtb in that kiss I was steeped m the bliss of an 
illusion m which I tried to believe. 

‘Fesdora lent herself most unexpectedly to my caress 
and my flatteries. Do not accuse me of faintheartedness , 
if I had gone a step beyond these fraternal compliments, 
the claws would have been out of the sheath and into 
me We remamed perfectly silent for nearly ten 
mjiutes I was adminng her, investing her with the 
r>|ar m« she had HOC She was mine just then, and mine 
onijj — this enchanting being was mine, as was permissib'e, 
in my imagination , roy longing wrapped her round and 
held her close , in my soul fwedded her The countess 
was subdued and fiscinaled by my magnetic influence, 
tver since I have regretted that this subjugation was not 
absolute , but just then I jearned for her soul, her heart 
alone, and for nothing else I longed for an ideal and 
pcrf«l happiness, a fair illusion that cannot last for very 
long At last I spoke, feeling that the last hours of my 
frenzy were at hand 

‘“ Hear me, madame I love you, and you know itf 
I have said so a hundred umes, you must have under- 



‘“Ahj inadamc, if yovi could but undcntand me I" 

I answered. 

‘ “ What w the matter with you f " ihe asked. “ You 
arc turning pale " 

‘“lam hesitating to ask a favour of you.** 

*Her gesture revived my murage. I asked her to 
make the appointment with me. 

‘“Willingly,” she aniwercdi “ but why will you not 
apeak to me now } " 

“‘To be candid with you, I ought to explain the full 
acopc of )our promise 1 want to spend this evening by 
your aide, as if we were brother and lister. Have no 
fear , 1 am aware of your antipathies , you must have 
divined tre sufficiently to feel sure that I should wish 
you to do nothing that could be displeasing to you i 
prcsuTiptiofl, moreover, would not thus approach you. 
You have been a fnend to me, you have showit me 
kindness and great indulgence , know, therefore;, that 
tomorrow I must bid you farewell —Do not take back 
sour word," I exelaimed, teeing ber about to speak, and 
i went away 

* At eight o’clock one evening towards ibe end of Maj', 
Fccdora and I were alone togeiner in her gothic boudwr. 
1 feared no longer, I was secure of happiness. My 
mistress should be mine, or 1 would seek a refuge in 
death 1 bad condenincJ my faint hearted love, and a 
man who acknowledges his weakness is strong indeed. 

‘The countess, in her Uuc cashmere gown, was re- 
clining on a sofa, wtb her feet on a cushion She wore 
an Oriental turoati such as painters assign to early 
Hebrews, its strangeness added an indescribable co- 
quettish grace to her attractions, A transitory charm 
seemed to have laid its spell on her face , it might have 
furnished the arpiinent that at every instant we become 
unparalleled beings, without any resemblance to 
me III of the future or of the past. 1 had never yet seen 
her so radiant. 



A Woman Without a Heart 155 

in burning words, I have forgotten how the feelings 
wjtbin me blazed forth , neither memory nor skill of 
mine could possibly repi^uce it. It was no colourless 
chronicle of blighted affections, my love was strengthened 
by fair hopes , and such words came to me, by love’s in- 
spiration, that each had power to set forth a whole life — 
like echoes of the cries of a soul in torment. In such tones 
the last prayers ascend from dying men on the battlefield 
I stopped, for she was weening Grand Dttu! I had 
reaped an actor’s reward, the success of a counterfeit 
passion displayed at the cost of five francs paid at the 
theatre door. I had drawn tear^ from her. 

* “ If I had known——” she said 
*“I>a not finish the sentence,” I broke in “Even 
now I love you well enough to murder you--—” 

*She reached for the bell puU. 1 burst into a roar of 
laughter. 

‘“Do not call anyone,” I said “I shall leave you fo 
finish your life in peace It would be a blundering kind 
of hatred that would murder you I You need not fear 
violence of any kind t I have spent a whole night at the 
foot of your bed without — — ” 

‘“Monsieur ” she «aij, blushing, but after that 

first impulse of modesty that even the most hardened 
women must surely own, she flung a scornful glance at 
me, and said— 

‘ “ You must have been very cold " 

‘“Do you think that I set such value on jour beauty, 
madamc:,” I answerei^ guessing the thoughts that moved 
her, “ Your bcauuful &cc is for me a promise of a soul 
yet more beautiful Madame, those to whom a woman 
IS merely a woman can always purchase odalisques fit for 
the straglio, and achieve their happiness at a small cost. 
But I aspired to something higher j I wanted the life of 
close communion of heart and heart with you that have 
no heart, i know that now If joo were to belong to 
another, I could kiU him- And yet, no , for you would 
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stood me, I would not nice upon ne the sirs of a 
coxcomb, nor would I flatter you, nor ur^ myself upon 
you Uke a fool , I would not owe your love to such arts 
as thesej so I have been imsundcTSCood What sufTer- 
jngs have I not endured for your »1ce • For these, 
however, you were not to blame, but in a few nmutes 
you shall decide for yourself There are two kinds of 
poverty, madame. One kind openly walks the street in 
rags, an unconscious imitator of Diogenes, on a scanty 
diet, reducing life to its simplest terms , he is happier, 
maybe, than the neb , he has fewer cares at any rate, and 
accepts such portions of the world as stronger spirits 
refuse. Then there is poverty in splendour, a Spanish 
pauper, concealing the life of a beggar by his tide, h t 
bravery, and his pnde, poverty that wears a white 
waistcoat and yellow kid gloves, a beggar with a cama*^, 
whose whole career will m wrecked for lack of a half* 
penny Povertr of the first kind belones to the populace , 
the seeond kind is that of bbcklegs, erkings, and of men 
of talent I am neither t man of the peo^e, nor a king, 
nor a swindler , possibly I have no talent either , I atn 
an except on. With toe name I bear I must die sooner 
than beg Set your mind at rest, madame,” I mid , 
“to-day 1 hue abundance, I possess suEacni of the clay 
for my needs” , for the hard look passed over her face 
which we wear whenever a well-dressed beggar takes us 
by surpn<e “Do yeiu remember the day when you 
wished to go to the Gymnase without me, never believing 
that I should be there?" I went on. 

‘ She nodded 

*“I had laid out my last five franc piece that I might 
see you there.— Do you recollect our walk in the Jardm 
des Plantes ? The hire of your oib took everything 1 
had *■ 

t j ^ »bout my scnfices, and described the life I 

led } heated not wiih wine, as I am to-day, but Iw the 
generous enthus asm of my heart, my passion oversowed 
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oflta cfTcctivcly,” she anjwexed, »t)ll smiling “Bunt 
appears sery diiBcult to djc at our fcct, for ! sec corpses of 
that kind awut everywhere. It is twelve o’clocL Allow 
me to go to bed " 

‘“And m two hours* time you will cry to TourseIf» 
Jh,mnl>ttur J } > 

‘“Like the day before yesterday} Ves," she said, “I 
was thinking o'" mv stockbroker, f had forgotten to tell 
him to convert my five per cent stock into the threes, and 
the three per cents, had fallen during the day ” 

‘I looked at her, 4Uid my eyes glittered with anger 
Sometimes a crime may be a whole romance , I understood 
that just then She was so accastomedy no doubt, to the 
most impassioned declarations of this kind, that lay 
viords and my tears were forgotten already 

* “ Would ) ou marry a peer of France t ** 1 demanded 
abruptly 

“If he were a duke, I might" 

*I seized my hat and made her a bow 
‘“Permit me to accompany you to the door," she said. 
Cutting irony m her tones, m the poise of her head, and ur 
her gesture. 

“‘Madame " 

‘“Monsieur/” 

*“I shall never see you again ” 

*“I hope not,” and she insolcn^ inclined her head 
‘“You wish to be a duchess/" I cried, excited by a 
sort of madness that her insolence roused m me “You 
arc wild for honours and tides/ Well, only let me Io\e 
you , bid my pen write and my voice speak for you alone , 
be the mmost soul of my life, my guiding scar / Then, 
only accept me for your husband as a minister, a peer of 
France, a duke I will make of myself whatever you 
would have me be ! 

‘“You made good use of the time you spent with the- 
advocate," she «aid, smiling “There is a fervency about 
your pleadings.” 
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love him, and his death might hurt you perhaps. 

’^".’’inurinVco^fort .0 you," choorMly, 

«I can assure you that 1 shall never belong »o any 

'’"‘^you offer an affront to God Himrelf,” I inter- 
rupted . « and you will be punished for iC Some day 5011 
svill he upon your sofa suffenng unheard-of ills, unable 
to endure the 1 ght or the slickest sound, condemned 
to live as It were in the tomb ^cn, when you seek the 
causes of those 1 ngcnng and avenging torments you 
remember the woes that you distributed so lasishly upon 
TOUT way hou hive sown curses an^ hatred will bc 
TOur retard We are the real judges, the cxccutionera 
of 1 justice that rei-ms here below.^which overrules tne 
justice of man and the laws of God " 1 

* " h?o doubt It IS very culpable in me not to love y ou, 
she said, laughing « Am 1 to blame ? No. 
you , you are a mm, that n sufficienL I am 
myself , why should I gjvc up my way ©f li>ing, a semm 
was if you will, for the capnees of a master f Marnage 
IS a sacrament by virtue of which each imparts nothing 
but vexations to the other Cb Idren, moreover, worry 
me Did 1 not faithfully uram you about my nature f 
\\ hy are you not satisfied to have my fnendsbip r 1 wish 
I could nuke you amends for all the troubles I nave 
caused you, through not guessing the value of your poor 
five franc p eces. 1 appreewte the extent of your 
ficcs , but your devot on and delicate tact can be repai 
by love alon^ and I care so little for you, that this scene 
has a d sagreeable effect upon me." , 

‘“lam fully aware of my absurdity," I said, unable to 
restra n my tears. “ Pardon me," 1 went on, it was a 
delight to hear those cruel words you have just utterei^ 
so weU 1 love you O, if I could testify my love with 
every drop of blood in me 1 " 

* “ Men alwap repeat these classic formulas to us, more 
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I was so absorbed by my passion, that I could not remem- 
ber how I had managed to live without money , I only 
knew that the four hundred and fifty francs due to me 
would p:^ my debts. So I went to receive my salary, 
and met Rastignac, who thought me changed and thinner 
‘ “ What hospit^ have you been discharged from i ” 
he asked. 

*“'1 hat woman is killing me," I answered, “I can 
neither despise her nor forget her " 

‘“You had much better kill her, then perhaps you 
would think no more of her," he said, laughing 

‘ “ I have often thought of I replied , “ but though 
sometimes the thought of a crime revives my spirits, 
of violence and murder, either or both, I am really in- 
capable of carrying out the design The countess is 
an admirable monster who would crave for pardon, and 
not every man is an Othello ” 

‘“She IS like every woman who is beyond our reach,” 
Hastignac interrupted 

‘ “I am mad,” 1 cried , “ I can feel the madness raging 
at times in my bram My ideas arc like shadows , they 
flit before me, and I cannot ^sp them Death would 
be preferable to this life, and I have carefully considered 
the best way of putting an end to the struggle I am 
not thinking of the living Fccdora in the Faubourg 
Saint Honore, but of my Feedora here,” and 1 tapped my 
forehead “What do you say to opium 1" 

‘“Pshaw * horrid agonies," said ^stignac. 

* “ Or charcoal fumes I " 

*“ A low dodge " 

*“Or the Seme?” 

‘“The drag nets, and the Morgue too, arc filthy," 

‘“A pistol shot?” 

‘“And if >ou miscalculate, you disfigure yourself for 
life. Listen to me,” he went on, “hke all young men, I 
have pondered over suicide. Which of us hasn’t killed 
himself two or three tunes before he is thirty? I find 
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*“Thc prevnt is joun," I crie<^ ‘‘hut the future k 
mme ! I only lose a woman , you are losinp a name and 
a faraily. l”itne is big wuh ray revenge , time wiii spoil 
your beauty, and jours will oe a wicary death} and 
glory waits for me ' ” 

‘“Tliinits for your petomtion •” she said, rcptctting a 
yawn 5 the wish tbai she might never see me agiun was 
expressed irj her whole bearing. 

‘That remark silenced me. 1 flung at her a glance 
full of hatred, and hurried away. 

‘Fccdoramust be forgotten; I must cure myself of my 
rnfatoaffon, and berate myself ooce more to tnv Jondy 
stud es, or die. So I set myself tremendous usks } I 
determined to complete my labours. For fifteen days I 
never left my eartet, spendine whole niAts In pallid 
thought. I woreed with diScmty,and by h(s and starts, 
despite my eourace and the stimulation of despair. The 
muse had fled. 1 could tmt exorcise the bnlliant mocking 
image of Feedon. Something morbid brooded over every 
thought, a vague longing as dreadful as remorse. I imi> 
utedthe anchorites of theThcbaid. If I did not pray as 
they did, I h\cd a life m the desert like theirs, hewing 
out my ideas as they were wont to hew their rocks. 1 
could at need have girdled my waist with spikes, that 
physical suffcnng might quell menul anguish. 

‘One evening Pauline found her way into my room. 

*“You arc killing yourself," she said, imploringly; 
“you should go out and see your fnends ■" 

‘ “ Pauline, you were a true prophet •, Fordora is killing 
me, I want to die. My life is intolerable.” 

‘ “ Is there only one woman in the world f ” she asked, 
STTubng. “ Why make yourself so miserable in so short a 
life 1 ” 

‘I looked at Pauline In bewilderment. She left me 
Kfofc I noticed her dqianurc; the sound of her words 
^ched me, but not their sense. Very soon I had to 
take ttiy Memoirs m manusenpt to my hieraiy contractor. 
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* How about money?” I said, 

* “ Haven’t ) ou four hundred and Efty francs ^ " 

*“ Yes, but debts to my landlady and the tailo' •” 

*‘'You would pay jour tailor? You will never be 
anything whatever, not so much as a minister'* 

“‘But what can one do with twenty Jouis?” 

‘ “ Go to the gaming table.” 

* I shuddered 

‘“You are going to launch out into uhat I call sys- 
tematic dissipation,*’ said he, noticing my scruples, “and 
j et you are afraid of a green table cloth ’’ 

‘“Listen to me,” I answered “I promised my father 
never to set foot in a gaming house. Not only is that a 
sacred promise, but I still feel an unconquerable disgust 
whenever I pass a gambling hell , take the monyr ana go 
without me While our fortune i$ at stake, I will set 
my own afFairs straight^ and then I will go to jour 
lod-nngs and wait for you” 

‘That was the way I went to perdition. A young 
man has only to come across a woman who will not love 
him, or a woman who loves him too well, and his whole 
life becomes a chaos. Prosperity swallows up our energy 
jLSt as adversity obscures our virtues Back once more 
in my Hotel de Samt-Qyentin, I gared about me a long 
while m the garret where 1 had led my scholar’s tem- 
perate life, a life which would perhaps have been a long 
and honourable one, and that I ought not to have quitted 
for the fevered existence which had urged me to the brink 
of a precipice. Pauline surprised me m this dejected 
attitude 

‘ “ Why, what is the matter with you ? ” she asked. 

*I rose and quietly counted out the money owing to 
her mother, and added to it suiHctent to pay for six 
months* rent m advance. She watched me m some 
alarm. 

*“I am going to leave too, dear Pauline." 

* “ I krew It I ” she exc^med. 
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there is no V^ter course than to ttse existence es a tacins 
of pleasure Go in for thorough dissipation, and your 
passion or you mli pensh >n it. Intemperance, my dear 
fellow, comirund* a formsof death Docs she not wield 
the thunderbolt of apoplexy i Apoplexy is a pistol-shoc 
that docs not miscalculate. 0*gies arc lavish m all phy* 
steal p’easures , is not that the small charge for opium I 
And the not that makes us dnnk to excess bears » chal- 
lenge to mortal combat with wme. That butt of 
Malmsqr of the Duke of Clarence's must have haJ a 
pleasanter favour than Seire mud. When we sink 
g’onously under the tiVe, is not that a penodical death by 
iirownmg on a snail scale t If we are picked up by the 
pohee and stretched out on those chilly benches of iheirx 
at the pohce-station, do wc not enjoy all tie pleasures of 
the Mo^ue. For though we are not Hue and green, 
muddy and swollen corpses, on the other hard we have 
the consciousness of the climax 

*“Ah," be went on, “this protracted tuiode hai 
nothing 1ft coTtirnon with a hankrup*^ grocer’s demise. 
Tradespeople hare brought the nrer into disrepute, 
they fling ihemselres in to soften ihcir creditors’ hearts 
In your place I should cadeavour to die gracefully , and 
if you wish to invent a novel w^ of domg it, by strug- 
gling with life after this manner, I will bo your *econd. I 
am disappointed and sick of everything TTre Alsaaenn^ 
whom It was proposed that 1 should tnarrr, had six toes 
on h*r left foot , 1 cannot possibly live with z woman 
who has SIX toes I It would get about to a certainty, and 
then 1 should be ndiculous. Her income was only eighteen 
thousand francs, her fertune dminishcJ in quannty as 
her tom mcrcaad. The devil take it , if we begin an 
outrageous sort of life, we may come on some bit of luck, 
perhaps*" 

* Rastignac?s eloquence omed me away. The attrac- 
tiwof the plan shone coo temptingly, hop^ were kindled, 
th“ poetical aspects of the matter appealed to a poet. 
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* ' How about money ? •* 1 said, 

‘ “ Haven’t j’ou four hundred and fifty francs ? ” 

‘“Yes, but debts to my landlady and the tador "* 

‘“You wouJd pay your tailor? You wiJl never be 
anything whatever, not so much as a minister.” 

“‘But what can one do with twenty louis?” 

‘“Go to the gaming-table.” 

‘ I shuddered. 

‘“You arc going to launch out into what I call sys- 
tematic dissipation,” said he, noticing nw scruples, “ and 
yet you arc afraid of a green table-cloth.** 

* “ Listen to me,” I ansvi cred- “ I promised my father 
never to set foot m a gaming-house. Not only is that a 
sacred promise, but I still feel an unconquerable disgust 
w henever I pass a gamblmg-heJl j take the mon^ and go 
sMthout me. While our fortune is at stake, i will set 
my own a/ftirs straight, and then I u ill go to your 
lodgings and wait for you.” 

‘That was the way I svent to pcrdiiion. A young 
man has only to come across a woman who will not love 
him. Of a woman who loves bim too well, and his whole 
life becomes a chaos. Prosperity swallows up our energy 
just as adversity obscures our virtues. Back once more 
in my Hotel de Saint-Quentin, I gazed about me a long 
while In the garret where I had led my scholar’s tem- 
perate life, a life which would perhaps have been a long 
and honourable one, and that I ought not to have quitted 
for the fevered existence which had urged me fo the brink 
of a preapice. Pauline surpnsed me in this dejected 
attitude. 

* “ ^Vhy, what is the matter with you ? " she asked. 

‘I rose and quietly counted out the money owing to 
her mother, and added to it sulHcient to pay for six 
months’ rent in advance. She watched me in some 


alarm. 

*“Iam going 
«“I krew it/’ 


to leave you, dear Pauline.” 
” she cxcwmed. 
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,t tondstbok of apopfar! ApopW “ 

Sat dots not mlsoalculatt. Org.os arc lavish in all p^^ 
tical pkasntcf, is not that the smaU change P 
And *e riot that makes us dnnt to excess h^ h 
knee to mortal combat with wine. That 
■ Mauser of the Duke of Clatence’s 

pleasanter flavour than Seme ntnd. , . ,^ 1 ,. 

koriouslp under the table, is not that a penodio tath W 
Souminc on a small scale I If we ate picked up by the 
pnlice wid stretched out on those '“y.f'lf J of 

it the policcstttion, do we not enjoy all the ptasiuts ot 
the Mmgue. For thongh we are not 
muddy and fwoUen corpse^ on the other hand we nav 
ie coniciouiness of the climax. ... . 

“‘Ah- he went o^ “this protraeted 
nothing in common with a batilcTOpt 1^”?. 

■ TradesWe have brought the nver 1">J 
they Bing themselves in to soften thelt 
In your?Isee I thouU endeavour tn die gracefully 
if TOu wish to invent a novel my of doing 'k hy * E 
elrng with life after this manner, I wiU he your ; 

Im disappointed and sick of everything. 

whom it was proposed that I should marry, had * 

on her left footj 1 cannot possibly live with » 

who has six toes 1 It woiJd get about to a “^arnty, ^ 

then I should be ridiculous. Her income vns only cightc^ 

thousand francs j her fortune diminished m qumii y 

her toe, ineteased. The devil take it i if 

outrageous sort of life, we may come on some bit > 

perhaps I" tt.- .mir 

* Rastignac’s eloquence carried me away, an 
rionsof the pbn shone too temptingly, hopes were kin o, 
the poetical aspects of the matter appealed to a poeu 
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gashed, the back was overlaid with a thick, stale deposit 
of pomade and bair-oil from the heads of all his visitors. 
Splendour and squalor were oddlv mingled, on the walls, 
the bed, and everywhere else you might have thought 
of a Neapolitan palace and the groups of lazzaront about 
It It was the room of a gambler or a mauvatt 
where the luxury exists merely foe one individual, who 
leads the life of the senses and does not trouble hims'lf 
over inconsistencies 

‘There was a certain imaginative clement about the 
picture It presented Life was suddenly revealed there 
in Its rags and spangles as the incomplete thing it really 
IS, of course, but so vividly and picturesquely, it was 
like a den where a brigand has heaped up all the plunder 
in which he delights. Some pages were mining from z 
copy of Byron’s poems they had gone to light a fire of a 
few sticks for this young person, who placed for stakes of 
a thousand francs, and had not a laggot; who kept a til- 
bury, and had not a whole shirt to his back Anv day a 
countess or an actress or a run of luck at ecarte might set 
him up with an outfit worthy of a king A candle had 
been stuck into the green bronze sbeath of a vesta- 
holder, a woman’s portrait Jay ponder, torn out of its 
carved eol^^ setting How was it possible that a young 
man, « nose nature craved excitement, could renounce a 
life so attractive by reason of its contrad ciions, a life 
that aForded all the debghtsof war m the midst of peace f 
1 %ns growing drowsy svbcn Jlastignac kicked the door 
open and shouted— 

* “ Victory I Now we can take our time about dying 

* He held out his hat filled with gold to me, and put 
It down on the table j then we pranced round it like a 
pair of cannibals about to eat a vietim j we stamped, and 
danced, and jelled, and sang, we gave each other blows 
fit to kill an elephant, at sight of all the pleasures of the 
world contained jn that hat. 

‘“Twenty-sesen tl«ja$and francs," said Rattignac, 
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‘“Listen, my child I hxTc not gJfen up the idea ci 
aiming back. Keep tny room for me for six montb^ 

If I do not return by the fifteenth of November, you will 
come into possession of my thing*. This scalea packet 
of manuscript is the &ir copy of my great work on ‘T*he 
Will,’” I went on, pointing to a packa^ “Will jou 
deposit It in the King’s Lioraryf And sou may do a* 
you wish with everything that w left here " 

‘ Her look weighed heavily on my heart ; Pauline was 
en embodiment of consacnce there before me. 

‘“I shall have no more lessons,” she saij, pomtmg to 
the piano 

‘I did not answer that 
‘“Will you write to mef" 

* “ Good-bye, Pauline ” 

‘1 gentlr vew her towards oi^ and set i km on that 
innocent nxt brow of hen, like snow that h« not yet 
touched the earth->a father’s or a brother’s kiss- She 
fled* I would not see Madame Gaudin, hung my key 
in Its wonted place, and departed 1 was almost at the 
end of the Rue de Cluny when 1 heard a woman’s light 
footstep behind me. 

*“1 have embroidered tbu purse for you," Pauline 
said , “ will you refuse even that ? ” 

‘By the light of the street lamp 1 thought I saw tears 
m Pauline’s eyes, and I groaned. Moved perhaps by a 
common impulse, we parted in haste like people who 
fear the contagion of the plague. ^ 

‘As I waited with dignified calmness for Rastignac’s 
return, his room seemed a grotesque interpretation of the 
sort of life I was about to enter uporu The clock on 
the chimney piece was surmounted by a Venus resting 
on her tortoise j a balf-smoked cigar lay in her arms. 
Costly furniture of various kinds — love-tokens, very likely 
—was scattered about. Old shoes lay on a luxurious sofa. 
The comfortable armchair into which I had thrown my- 
self bore as many scar* as a veteran , the arms were 
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way of living which makes a man into a mere digc«ting 
apparatus, a funnel, a pampered beast 

‘ Very soon Debauch rose before me m all the maiesty 
of Its horror, and I grasped al] that it meant. 7Jiose 
prudent, steady going characters who are laying down 
wine m battles hr their hars^ can barely concaye, it is 
true, of so wide a theory of life, nor appreciate its normal 
condition , but when will you instil poetry into the 
provincial intellect ? Opium and tea, with all their 
delights, are merely drugs to folk of that calibre 

‘Is not the imperfect sybarite to be met with even m 
Pans Itself, that intellectual metropolis? Unfit to endure 
the fatigues of pleasure, this sort of person, after a drink* 
ing bout, IS very much like tbote worthy bourgeois who 
fell foul of music after hearing a new opera by Rossini 
Does he not renounce these courses m the same frame of 
mmd that leads an abstemious man to forswear RufFcc 
pates, because the first on^ forsooth, gave him the 
indiMtion ? 

‘ Debauch is as surely an art as poetry, and is not for 
craven spirits To penetrate its mysteries and appreciate 
Its charms, conscientious application is required , and as 
with every path of knowledge, the way is thorny and 
forbidding at the outset The great pleasures of humanity 
are hedged about with formidable obstacles , not its single 
enjoyments, but enjoyment as a system, a system which 
establishes seldom expenenced sensations and makes them 
habitual, which concentrates and multiplies them for us, 
creating a dramatic life within our life, and imperatively 
demanding a prompt and enormous expenditure of vitality. 
War, Power, Art, like Debauch, are all forms of de- 
morsdisation, equally remote from the faculties of 
humanity, equally profound, and all are alike difficult of 
access But when man has once stormed the heights 
of these grand mystenes, does he not walk m another 
world ? Are not generals, ministers, and artists earned, 
more or less, towards destruction by the need of violent 
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adding a few bank notes to the pile of gold “That 
would be enough for other folk to live upon , will tt be 
sufficient for us to die on I Yeti wc will breathe our 
last in a bath of gold — hurrah I " and we capered afresh. 

*\\'c divided the windWl We beiran with douVe- 
napoleons, and came down to the tmaficr coins, one by 
one “ This for you, thii for me," wc kept on taytng, 
dutiUins our joy drop by drop 

‘ “ Wc won’t go to sleep,** cned Ristignac. “Joseph ! 
some punch 

‘ He threw gold to his faithful attendant. 

*“ There is j-our share,** he said ( “go and bury yourselr 
if you can ” 

*Kcxt day I went to Lesage and chose mT furniture, 
took the rooma that you know m the Rue Taitbouc, and 
left the decoration to one of the best upholsterers. 1 bought 
horses. I plunged into a vortex of pleasures, at once 
hollow and reaL I went m for plae, gaming and losing 
enormous sums, but only at fnends* houses and in ball* 
rooms , never in gaming-houses, for which I still retained 
the holy horror of my early days. Without meaning it, I 
nude some fnends, either through <)uarrc!s O' owing to the 
cas) confidence esublished amon^ those who arc going to 
the bad together, nothing, possibl), makes us cling to 
one another so tightly as o«r evil propensities. 

‘I made several ventures m literature, which were 
flatteringly received. Great men who followed the pro- 
fession of letters, having nothing lo fear from me, belauded 
me, not so much on account of my merits as to cast a slur 
on those of their rivals. 

‘Ibecamea“frce-liver,** tomake uscof the picturesque 
expression appropriated by the language of excess. I 
made it a point of honour not m be long about djing, 
and that my aeal and prowess ahould e^pse those dis- 
played by all others in the jtdliest company. I was always 
spruce and carefully dressed I had some repu Jition for 
cleverness. "1 here was no sign about me of that fearful 
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It 1$ somethmg l-etter still — it js a duel with an antagonist 
of unknown pov-er, a monster, terrible at first sight, that 
must be seized by the horns, a labour that cannot be 
imagined 

‘Suppose that nature has endowed you with a feeble 
stomach or one of limited capacity , } ou acquire a mastery 
01 er it and improve it, you learn to carry your liquor; 
jou grow accustomed to being drunk, you pass whole 
nights without sleep { at last you acquire the constitution 
of a colonel of cuirassiers , and m this way you create 
yourself afresh, as if to fly tn the fecc of Providence. 

*A man transformed after this sort « like a neophyte 
who has at last become a veteran, has accustomed his 
mind to shot and shell and his legs to lengthy marches 
^Vben the monster s bold on him is still uncertain, and it 
IS not jet known which will have the better of it, they 
roll over and over, alternately victor and vanquished, m 
a world where everythmg is wonderful, where every ache 
of the soul IS laid to sleep, where oriJy the shadows of 
niter artrrevweu' 

‘This furious struggle has already become a necessity 
for us. The prod ^ has struck a bargain foi- all the 
enjoyments with which i fe teems abundantly, at the 
price of his own death, like the mythical Arsons in 
legends who sold themselves to the devil %r the power 
of doing evil For them, instead of flowing quietly 
on m Its monotonous course in the depths of some 
counting house or study, life is poured out in a bo ling 
torrent 

‘Excess IS, m short, lor tbe body what the mystic’s 
ecstasy is for the soul Intoxication steeps you m fui- 
tastic imaginings every whit as strange as those of 
eestatics. rou know boors is full of rapture as « young 
girls dreams, you travel without fatigue; you chat 
pleasantly with your fnendsj words come to yoia with a 
whole life in each, and fresh pleasures without regrets t 
poems are set forth for you in a few bnef phrases. The 
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listractions m an existence so remote from ordinarj life 

*War, after all, is the Excess of Woodshed, as the 
Excess of self interest produces Politics. Excesses o 
every sort are brothers. These soaal enormities pwsess 
the attraction of the abyss , they draw tis towards them- 
selves as Sc. Helena becltoned Wapolcon , we are f^inateO, 
our heads swim, we wish to sound their depths though we 
cannot account for the wish. Perhaps the thought o 
Infinity dwells in these preopiccs, perhaps they rontain 
some colossal flattery for the soul of man , for » he not, 
then, who ly absorbed in himself * 

'Tlie weaned artist needs a complete contrast to nis 
paradise of imagmings and of studious hours , he cit er 
craves, like God, the seventh day of rest, or wnth Satan, 
the pleasures of hell , so iha' his senses may have free 
play m opposit on to the employment of his factiiO^ 
eyron could never have taken for b» relaxauon to the 
independent gentleman’s delights of boston and gossiPi 
for he was a poet, and so must needs pit Greece against 
Mahmoud. . 

*ln war, is not man an angel of extirpation, a 
executioner on a gigantic scale ? Musi not the spell be 

strong indeed that makes us undei^ such homdsu. ennK 

so hostile to our weak frames, suficruigs that enCKCle 
every strong passion with a hedge of thorns f T he 
tobacco smoxer is seized with convulsions, and goes 
throueh a kind of agony consequent upon his excettcs , 
but has be not borne a part in delightful festivals in 
realms unknown ? Has Europe ever ceased Irom w^rs i 
She has never given herself time to wipe the stains from 
her feet that are steeped in blood to the ankle. Mankind 
at large is carried away by fits of intoxication, as nature 
has us access ons of love. 

‘For men in private hfe, fijr a vegetating Mirabcau 
dreaming of storms in a timg of calm. Excess comprises 
all things , tt perpetually embraces the whole sum of life , 
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it is something tetter still-'-it is a duel with an antagonist 
of unknown power, a monster, terrible at first sight, that 
must be seized hy the horns, a labour that cannot be 
imagined. 

‘Suppose that nature has endowed you with a feeble 
stomach or one of limited capaaty 5 j ou acquire a mastery 
over It and improve it ; you learn to carry jour liquor , 
you grow accustomed to being drunk; jou pass whole 
nights without sleep ; at last you acquire the constitution 
of a colonel of cuirassiers, and m this way you create 
yourself afresh, as if to fly in the foce of Providence. 

‘A man transformed after this sort is like a neophjte 
who has at last become a veteran, has accustomed his 
mind to shot and shell and his legs ro lengthy marches. 
When the monster’s hold on him is still unecrum, and it 
is not jet known which will have the better of it, they 
roll oter and over, alternately victor and vanquished, m 
a world where everjthing is wonderful, where every ache 
of the soul IS laid to sleep, where only the shadows of 
ideas are revived, 

‘This furious stnig?lc has already become a necessity 
for us. The prodi^ has struck a bargain for all the 
ento)mej}ts with which life teems abundantly, at the 
price of hii own death, like the mythical persons m 
legends who sold themsejies to the devil for the power 
of doing evil. For them, instead of flowing quietly 
on in Its monotonous course in (he depths of some 
counting-house or study, life is poured out m a boding 
torrent 

‘Excess is, in short, for the body what the mystics 
ecstasy is for (he soul. Intoxication steeps you in fan- 
tastic'^ imaginings every whit as strange as those of 
ecstatics. You know hours as full of rapture as a young 
girl’s dreamsj you travel sviihout fitigue; you chat 
pleasantly with your fnends; words come to you snth a 
whole life in each, and fresh pleasures without ngntsi 
poems are set forth for you In a few bnef phrases. The 
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istractions in an existence so remote from ordinary life 

* after all, is the Excess of bloodshed, as the 

Excess of self interest produces Politics. Excesses o 
very sort arc brothers These social enormities pwsess 
the attraction of the abyss , they draw us towards 
selves as St. Helena beckoned Napoleon , we are ® > 

our heads swim, we wish to sound their depths though we 
cannot account for the wish Perhaps the thought o 
Infinity dwells m these preapiccs, perhaps they rontam 
some colossal flattery for the soul of man , for is he not, 
then, wholly absorbed in himself? 

‘The weaned artist needs a complete contrast to m 
paradise of imaciiiings and of studious hours, he either 
craves, like God, the seventh day of rest, or with aamn, 
the pleasures of hell, so tha‘ his senses may have free 
play in opposition to the employment of his faculti^ 
Byron could never have uken for his relaxation to the 
independent gentlenun’s delights of boston and gossip, 
for he was a poet, and so must needs pit Greece against 
Mahmoud . 

‘ In war, is not man an an«l of extirpation, a sort of 
executioner on a gigantic scale ? Must not the spell be 
strong indeed that makes us undergo such horrid suffering 
so hostile to our weak frames, sufferings that encircle 
every strong passion with a hedge of thorns f The 
tobacco smoker is seized with convulsions, and goes 
through a kind of agony consequent upon his excesses ; 
but has he not borne a part in delightful festivals m 
realms unknown I Has Europe ever ceased from wars f 
She has never given herself time to wipe the stains from 
her feet that arc steeped in blood to the ankle. Mankind 
at large is carried away by fits of intoxication, as nature 
hat us accessions of love 

‘For men in private life, fiw a vegetating Mirabcau 
dreaming of storms in a time of calm. Excess comprises 
all things , It perpetually embraces the whole sum of life , 
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supervened , each brought me keen and abundant pangs 
The first came a few days after I had flung myself, like 
Sardanapalus, on my pyre I met Fccdora under the 
peristyle of the Bouffons We both were waiting for 
our carnages 

Ah 1 so you are living yet ? 

‘ That was the meaning of her smile, and probably ol 
the spiteful words she murmured in the car of her 
tcllinc him my history no doubt, rating mine as a common 
love affair She was deceived, yet she was applauding her 
perspicacity Oh, that I should be dying for her, must 
fctiU adore her, alwajs see her through my potations, see 
her still when I was ovef<»me with wine, or in the ams 
of courtesans, and know that I was a targ«rt for her 
scornful jests 1 Oh, that I should be unable to tear the 
love of her out of my breast and to fling it at her feet! 

< Well I ouicUy exhausted my funds but owing to Uiose 
three ycis of discipline I enjoyed the most robust health, 
and on the day that I found myself without a penny 1 
fell remarkably well In order to carry on the process of 
dvme, I signed bills at short dates and the day mme 
Sen they must be met Pamful excitements I but how 
they quicken the pulses of youth I I was not preMtutely 
aeed , I was young yet, and full of vigour and life 

At my first debt all my virtues came to life, slowlyand 
despainngly they seemed to pace tow ards me but I cou d 
compound with them— they were like aged aunts that 
. S^ITwith a scolding and end by bestowing tears and 

“°“lma” manon tuts less yieldmg i I saw my name hmdied 
u . !hm.wh esery city in Europe “One’s name is 
SSV’’ mys Eosete sivene After the« excursiom 
ones 11, says j quitted, like a doppel- 

* a German tale, and came to mj-selfwith a start. 

Se°r"J' Nemesis wcanng his master’s livery-a grey 
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coarse animal satisfaction, m which science has tned to 
find a soul, is followed b/ the enchanted drowsiness tiut 
men sigh for under the hurdcn of consciousness. Is it 
not because tbe^ all fed the need of absolute repose ? 
Because Excess is a sort of toll that genius pays to pain f 
Look at all great men, nature made them pleasure- 
loving or base, every one Some mocking or jealous 
power corrupted them in cither soul or body, so as to 
make all their powers futile, and their efforts of no avail 
‘ All men and all things appear before you in the cuise 
you choose, in those hours when wine nas sway, v ou 
are lord of dl creation , you transform it at your pleasure. 
And throughout this unceasing delinum, Puy may pour, 
at your wiQ, its molten lead into your veins. 

‘Some day you will fall into the monster’s power 
Then you will have, as I had, a frenzied awakening, with 
impotence sitting by your pillow Are you an old soldier f 
Phthisis attacks you A diplomatist { An aneunsmhangs 
death m your heart by a tbead It will perhaps be con- 
sumption that Will cry to me, “Let us be ^ingl” as 
to Raphael of Urbino, m old titiu, killed by an excess 
of love 

* In this way I have existed I was launched into the 
world coo early or too late My energy would have been 
dang-rous there, no doubt, if 1 had not squandered it m 
such ways as these Was not the world nd of an Alex- 
ander, by the cup of Hercules, at the close of a dnnkmg 
bout 

‘ There are some, the sport of Destiny, vvho must either 
have heaven or hell, the hospice of St Bernard or notous 
excess. Only just now I lacked the heart to moralise 
about those two,’ and he poiatcd to Euphrasia and Aqui- 
litu. ‘They are ^pc$ of my own personal history, 
images of my life ! 1 could scarcely reproach them , they 
stood before me like judges. 

* In the midst of this drama that I was enacting, and 
while my distracting disorder was at its height, two crises 
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prerogati\c of saying, de Valentin owes me some 
thing, and does nor pay I have a bold on him He had 
better not show me any offensive airs I” You must bow 
to your creditors, and moreover bow politely “ When 
are you going to pay me?" say they And you must he, 
and beg money of another man, and ennge to a fool 
seated on hu strong box, and receive sour looks in return 
from these horse leeches, a blow would be less hateful, you 
must put up with their crass ignorance and calculating 
morality A debt is a feat of the imaginative that they 
cannot appreciate A borrower is often carried away 
and ovetm^stered by generous )mpuhes , nothing great, 
nothing magnanimous can move or dominate those who 
lise for money, and recognise nothing but money I 
myself held money tn abhorrence 

* Or a bill may undergo a final transformation into 
some meritorious old man with a family dependent upon 
him My creditor micht be a living picture forOreuze, 
a paralytic with his children round him, a soldier s widow, 
holding out bcseecli ng hands to me Ternble creditors are 
these with whom we are tbreed to sympathise, and when 
their claims are satisfied we owe them a furtlier debt of 
assistance 

‘ The night before the bills fell due, I lay down with 
the false calm of those who sleep before their approaching 
execution, or^iih a duel in prospect, rocked as they are 
by delusive hopes. But when I woke, when I was cool 
and collected, when I found mfseif imprisoned in a 
bankers portfolio, and floondenng in statements covered 
with red ink— then my debts sprang up everywhere, like 
grasshoppers, before my eyes. There were my debt^ my 
clock, my armchairs , my debts were inlaid in the very 
furniture which I liked best to use These gentle in- 
animate slaves were to fall a prey to the harpies of the 
Cbatelet, were to be earned off by the broker’s men, and 
brutally thrown on the market Ah, my property was 
a part of myself! 


,,0 The Wild An’s Skin 

cMt snJ 1 diver bedfc ! but no- 1 h«'.J 
jdnnce. One of them time one morn mg to ste me m 
meet tome eleven billtth.t I hjdKmwlrd fr 
My signature was worth three thouund francs I CK^fifTi 
Jt^ther, I mjseir we. not worth th.t S 

de^e, Awe ip before me, tnrnlng 
utin mv deipeir, ei the hengmen rtgerdi "be entnmel to 
whom he 51)0, “ It hit jolt ttmek beir-piM th"e. 
wii in the power of their elerU; the); could .•“'b”' 
n.me, dreg It through the mite^ end jeer It 1 . I > 
defeoiter. lies i debtor enr tight to himielfl &uid 
not other men cell me to eeeoont for my , 

Why had I eaten puddinps a U ihipeUta J '' hv hail 1 
iced W wine I haJ I slept, or walkei or thought, 

or imuKd myreU when I had no* j,„4n«» 

‘At any moment, in the middle of 
tome train of thought, or while 1 was « 

in the pleasant company of my fnends I might JooK to 
tee a gentleman enter in a coat of eh«tnul-bros^ with 
a thibhy hat in his hand. This gentlemans 
would signify my debt, the bill I bad drawn j the »pe 
would rompel me to leave the table to spot to h^ 
blight my spirits, desprril me of my cbcerfulnos, o j 
mistress, of all I possessed, down to my 

‘Remorse itself is more eawly endured. Remorse cw 
not drive us into the street nor into the pnson of M*ntc- 
Pelagie ; it does not force tts into the detestable sink o 
vice. Remorse only brings us to the sonold, w ere , 

the executioner invests us with a certain dignity j aswx p y 

the extreme penilty, cverrbody believes in our innocence } 
but people will not credit a penniless prodigal wita 
single virtue. ■ u t,* a 

‘My debts had other incarnations. There is the km 
that goes about on two feet, In a green doth coat, an 
blue spectacles, caWying umbrellas of various hues } J’o 
come face to face with him at the comer of some 
in the midst of yoi^r nurth. These have the detestable 
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happiness of reciprocal tffccfion , ic was a ihadowr that I 
followed throunh all that befell me m my extravagance, 
and m my wiliii.$t moments. It was my misfortune to 
be deceived m my hirest beliefs, to be punished by 
tngratitude fur benefiting others, and to receive uncounted 
pleasures as the reward of my errors — a sinister doctnne, 
but a true one for the prodigal ! 

‘The contagious leprosy of Feedora’s vanit) had taken 
hold of me at last 1 probed my sou), and found it 
cankered and rotten I bore the marks of the dCvil’s 
claw upon my forehead It was impossible to me thence- 
forward to 00 without the incessant agitation of a life 
fraught with danger at every moment, or to dispense 
with the execrable refinements of luxury If I had 
possessed millions, I should still have gambled, revelled, 
and racketed about I wished never to be alone wjth 
myself, and I must have false friends and courtesans, wine 
and good cheer to distract me. The ties that attach a 
man to family life had been permanently broken for me. 

I bad become a galley slave of pleasure, and must accom- 
plish my destiny of suicide During the last days of my 
prosperity* 1 sp^nt every night in the most incredible 
excesses , but every morning death cast me back upon 
life again 1 would havp t»en a conflagration with as 
little concern as any man with a life annuity How- 
ever, I at last found myself alone with a twenty frznc 
piece , I bethought me then of Rastignac’s luck 

‘Eh, eh * ‘ Raphael exclaimed, interrupting him- 

self as he remembered the talisman and drew it from his 
pocket Perhaps he was weaned by the long day’s strain, 
and had no more strength left wherewith to pilot his 
head through the seas of wine and punch , or perhaps, 
exasperated by this symbol of his own existence, the 
torrent of his own eloquence gradually overwhelmed him 
Raphael became excited and elated and like one com- 
pletclr deprived of reason 

‘The devil take death 1* he shouted, brandishing the 
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‘The sound of t'le doorbell nng througb WT heart* 
while It wetned to strike at ne, where kings wou'd be 
nruck at — in the head. Jline was a marts rdom, without 
hcartn for its reward hot a magtuniirom nature, debt 
n a hell, and a hell, morwer, w«h ihcrifT* of*iccn and 
brokers m it. An undischarged debt is lomcthing ncan 
and sordid* it 11 a beginning of knarery , it i< something 
woTe, It IS a hcj it f-rtpares the war for enme, and 
bnngs rogether the pUnks fi>r rhe icaFold My hills 
scere protes»t<l. Three dayi afterwards I met them, and 
this a how it happened 

‘A speculator came, oFenng to buy the island in the 
Loire belonging to me, where my mother lar fcjned. 

I closed with him. \%hen 1 went to hu loScitor to 
sign the deeds, I felt a avem*llke chUI in the da'k 
oSce that made me shudder* it waa the same cold 
dampness that bad Uid hold upon me at the brink of my 
fath*r*s grave I looked upon this as an enl omen. 1 
**emed to see the shade of my mother, and to hear h“f 
voice. "V^hat pow*r was it that made my own name 
nng vaguely in my ears, in spite of the clamour of belli * 
‘The money paid dowv for my island, when all my 
dcb*s were discharged, left me in possession of two 
thousand francs 2 could now hare returned to a scholar’s 
tranquil life, it is true , I could have gone back to mv 
garret after hanng gained an cepenence of life, with my 
head filled with the results of extensive observation, and 
with a cert_in sort of repuUtion attaching to me But 
Ftedora’s hold upon her victim was not relaxed ^Ve 
often met. I compelled her admiren to sound my name 
in her ears, by dint of astonishing them with my clever- 
ness and success, with my horses and equ pages. It all 
found her impassive and uninterested, so d d an ugly 
phmc of Rastimac’s, “ He is killing himself for you " 

‘1 charged me world at large with my revenge, but 1 
was not happy Whle 1 was fiifcoming the miry depths 
of Ue, I only recogmsed the more keenly at all titr es the 
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* My life has been silent too long I mean to have 
my revenge now on the world at large. I will not amuse 
myself squandering paltry five franc pieces, I will 
reproduce and sum up my epoch by abarbing human 
lives, human minds, and human souls. There are the 
treasures of pestilence — that is no paltry kind of wealth, 
is It ? I will wrestle with fevers — yellow, blue, or green— 
wth whole armies, with mbbets I can possess Feedora— 
Yet no, I do not want Foedora , she is a disease , I am 
d) ing of Fadora. I want to forget Ftedora.’ 

* If you keep on calling out like chis^ I shall cake you 
into the dining room ' 

* Do you see this skin 1 It is Solomon's will Solomon 
belongs to me — a little varlet of a king! Arabia it 
mine, Arabia Pctrsca to boot, and the universe, and jou 
too, if I choose. If I choose— Ah 1 be careful I can 
buy up all your journalist's shop , you shall be my valet* 
You shall M my vale^ you shall manage my newspaper. 
Valet I vaf/t, that 1$ to say, free from aches and pains, 
because he has no brains.’ 


At the word, Emile earned Raphael olT into the 
dining room 

‘ AU right,’ he remarked, ‘yes, my friend, I am your 
valet. But you ore about to he cditorMn>chief of a news' 

S per ) to be quiet, and behave properly, for my sake 
ave you no regard for me f ’ 

* Re wd for you 1 You shall have Ilavannah cigars, 
with this bit of shagreen: alwajs with this skin, this 
supreme bit of shagreen. It is a cure for corns, an 
efficacious remedy Do you suffer i I will remove 
them.* 

* Never have I known you 10 lenscles*— ’ 

‘Senseless, my fnendf Notatalf, Thu skin contracts 
whenever I form a wish— ’t«» a paradox. There is a 
Brahmin underneath »t ! The Brahmin must be a droU 
fellow, for our desires, look you, arc bound to expand * 


m 


The Wild A»i* 5 SUn 


ikin , ‘ I meatt to live 1 I am nch, I have every virtue \ 
no'hmg will withstand me. Who would rot be pcnerowiL 
when everything is m hit power I Aha 1 Aha I I 
wished for two hundred thousand livret a year, and I 
shall have them. How down before me, all of j’ou, 
wallowing on the carpet* hke tvnnc m the mire 1 You 
all belong to me — a precious property truly I I am nch j 
I could buy you all, even the deputy snoring over there. 
Scum of society, give me your nencJiction I T am the 
Pope’ 

kaphael’s vociferations had been hitherto drowned by 
a thorough-ba« of snores, but now they became suddenly 
audible Most of the sleepers started up with a cry, taw 
the cause of the disturbance on his feet, tottering uncer- 
Uinly, and cursed him in concert fur a drunken brawler. 

* silence 1 ’ shouted Raphael * Hack to your kennels, 
you dogs f Emile, I have riches, I will give you 
Havannah cigars I ' 

* I am Iistenine/ the poet replied * Death or Frtdora f 
On with you! *I hat silky Feedora deceived you Women 
are all daughters of Lve. There is nothing dramacie 
about that rigmarole of youts.* 

‘Ah, but you were sleeping, slyboots.’ 

‘ No— “ Death or Fordora 1 "—I have it ! ’ 

‘Wake upl ' Raphael shouted, beating Emile with the 
piece of shagreen as if be meant to draw electric fluid 
out of It 

‘ r»iin/rr</' said Emile, springing up and flinging his 
arms round Raphael { *j»y fnend, remember the sort of 
women you arc withV 
'I am a millionaira!* 

‘If you arc not alnuQuma re, you are most certainly 
drunk.’ \ 

* Drunk with powers I can kill you I — SOence I I am 
Nero I I am Nebuchadnezzar I* 

‘But, Raphael, wcUre in queer company, and you 
ought to keep quiet forltbe take of your own dignity.’ 
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good mght to Nebuchadneziar • — Love • Wine ! France ! 
—glory and tr — treas * 

Very soon the snormgs of the two friends were added to 
the music with which the rooms resounded — an ineffectual 
concert ' The lights went out one by one, their crystal 
sconces cracking in the final flare Night threw dark 
shadows over this prolonged revelry, in which Raphaels 
narrative had been a second orgy of speech, of words with- 
out ideas, of ideas for which words had often been lacking 

Towards noon, next day, the fair Aquilma bestirred 
herself She yawned weanly She had slept with her 
head upon a painted velvet footstool, and her cheeks were 
mottled over by contact with the surface Her move- 
ments awoke Euphrasia, who suddenly sprang up with a 
hoarse cry , her pretty face, that had been $0 fresh and 
fair in the evening, was sallow now and pallid , she looked 
like a candidate for the hospital The rest awoke also by 
degrees, with portentous groanings, to feel themselves 
over in every stiffened limb, and toexpcnence the infinite 
vancties of weariness that weighed upon them 

A servant came m to throw back the shutters and open 
the windows. There they all stood, brought back to 
consciousness by the warm rays of sunlight that shone 
upon the sleepers’ heads. Their movements dunng slumber 
had disordered the elaborately arranged hair and toilettes 
of the women They presented a ghasllr spectacle in the 
bright daylight Their hair fell ungracefully about them , 
iheir cses, lately so bnlliant, were heavy dim, the 
expression of their faces was entirely changed The sicUv 
huk which daylight brings out so strongly, were fnght^L 
An olne tint had crept over the lymphatic faces, so foir 
and soft when in repose , the ^mtv red lips were grown 
nale and dry, and bore tokens of the degradation of cxcc^ 
Lch disowned his mistress of the night before, the 
women looked wan and discoloured, like flowers trampled 

under foot by a passing procession 

The men who scorned them looked even more horrible. 
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‘Yes, yes, very true, I am ipHte of your opinion— cu* 
d'*siTO expand—’ 

‘ The shin, I tell you.’ 

‘Yes’ 

* You don’t belies c me I fcnow j ou, my fncna , you 
are as full of lies as a new made kmc ’ 

‘How can you expect me to follow jour drunken 
inaundenngs > 

‘I will bet you I can prove it. Let us measure 


‘ Goodness • he will never get off to sleep,* exclaimed 
Emile, as he watched Rapha*! rummaging busily in ihe 
dining room 

Thanks to the peculiar cteamcK with which external 
objects are «metim« projected on an inebriated brain, m 
sharp contrast to its own obscure iTiagmings, Vaiwtirt 
found an inkstand and a table napkin, with the quickness 
of a monkey, repeating all the tine— 

‘Let us measure It ' Let us measure it ! ’ 

‘ All right,’ said Etnile , ‘let us measure It.’ 

The two fnends spread out the table-nipkm and laid 
the Wild Ass’s Skm upon it As Emile’s hand appeared 
to be steadrr than Raphael’s, he dreiv a line with pen 
and ink round the talisman, while his fnend said — 

*I wished for an income of two hundred thousand 
livres, didn’t I J Well, when that comes, you wiU observe 
a mighty diminution of my chagnn ’ 

‘Yes — now go to sleep Shall I make you comfortable 
on that sofa t Now then, are you alt nght ? ’ 

‘Yes, mv nursling of the press. Youshall amuse me , 
you shall nnve the flics away from me The fnend of 
advenity should be the fnend of prospenty. So I will 

give you some Havan — nah — cig ’ 

‘Come, now, sleep Sleep off your gold, you mil- 
Bonaire I ’ 

*YouI sleep off your paragraphs 1 Good-night! Say 
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gjrls thought of other dajrs and other waitings, pure and 
innocent days when they looked out ana saw the roses 
and honeysuckle about the casement, and the fresh country- 
side without enraptured by the glad music of the sky- 
lark , while earth lay m mists, lighted by the dawn, and 
in all the glittcnng radiance of dew Others imagined 
the family breakfast, the &ther and children round the 
table, the innocent laughter, the unspeakable charm that 
pervaded it all, the simple hearts and their meal as simple 

An artist mused upon his quiet studio, on his statue m 
Its severe beauty, and the graceful model who was waiting 
for him A young man recollected a lawsuit on which 
the fortunes of a family bung, and an important trans- 
action that needed his presence The scholar regretted 
bis study and the noble work that called for him Nearly 
everybody was sorry for himself Emile appeared just 
then as smiling, blooming, and fresh as the smartest assist- 
ant in a fashionable shop 

*You are all as ugly as bailiffs You won’t be fit for 
anything to-day, so this day is lost, and I vote for break- 
fast ' 

At this Taillefer went out to give some orders The 
women went languidly up to the mirrors to set their 
toilettes m order. Each one shook herself The wilder 
sort lectured the steadier ones. The courtesans made 
fun of those who looked unable to continue the boisterous 
festivity , but these wan forms revived all at once^ stood m 
groups, and talked and smiled Some servants quickly 
and adroitly set the furniture and everything else m its 
place, and a magnificent breakfast was ^t ready. 

The guests hurried mto the dining room. Every- 
thing there bore indelible marks of yesterday’s excess, it 
IS true, but there were at any rate some traces of ordinary, 
rational existence, such traces as may be found m a si^ 
man’s dying struggles. And so the rcvel^ was laid 
away and buried, hke carnival of a Shrove Tuesday, by 
masks wearied out with dancuig, drunk with drunkenness, 
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Those human faces would hare made you shudder. The 
hollow e)es with the dark, circles round them seemed to 
sec nothing , they were dull with wine and stupefied with 
heavy slumbers that had been exhausting rather than 
refreshing There was an indescribable ferocious and 
stolid bestiality about these haggard ficcs, where bare 
physical appetite appeared shorn of all the poetical illusion 
with which the intellect invests it Even these fearless 
champions, accustomed to measure themselves with 
excess, were struck with hotror at this awakening of vice, 
stripped of its disguises, at being confronted thus with 
sin, the skelc on in rags, lifeless and hollow, bereft of 
the sophistries of the intellect and the enchantments of 
luxury Artists and courtesans scrutinised in silence and 
with haggatd glances the surrounding disorder, the rooms 
where eserything had been laid waste, at the havoc 
wrought by heated passions. 

Demoniac laughter broke out when Taillefer, c..tching 
the smothered murmurs ofhis guests, tned to greet them 
with a gnn His dariciy flushe<l penpinng countenance 
loomed upon this pandemonium, like the image of a enme 
that knows no remorse {see “L’Auberge rouge") The 
picture was complete A picture of a foul life in the 
midst of luxury, a hideous mixture of the pomp and 
squalor of humanity , an awakening after the frenzy of 
Debauch has crushed and squeezed all the fruits of life 
m her strong hands, tiU nothing but unsightly refuse is 
left to her, and lies in which she beheves no longer. 
You might have thought of Death gloating over a family 
stricken with the plague 

The sweet scents and dazzling lights, the mirth and 
the excitement were all no more , disgust with its nauseous 
sensations and searching philosophy was there instead 
The sun shone in like truth, Uie pure otiter air was like 
virtue} m contrast with the heated atmosphere, heavy 
With the fumes of the previous night of revelry 

Accustomed as they were to ihctr life, many of the. 
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‘Very well then, mon«eur, you are the sole heir of 
Major O’Flaharty, who died in August 1828 at Calcutta.* 

* An tncaleuttahlt fortune^* said the critic. 

*Tbe Major having h^ueathed several amounts to 
public institutions in his mil, the French Government 
sent m a claim for the remainder to the East India Com- 
piny,* the notary continued *Thc estate is clear and 
ready to be transferred at this moment I had been 
looking m vain for the heirs and assigns of Mile. Barbara 
Mane O’Flaharty for a fortnight past, when yesterday at 
dinner ’ 

Just then Raphael suddenly staggered to his feet, he 
looked like a man who has just received a blow Accla- 
mation took the form of silence, for stifled envy had been 
the first feeling in every breast, and all eyes devoured 
him like flames. Then a murmur rose, and grew like 
the voice of a discontented audience, or the first mut* 
tenngs of a not, as everybody made some comment on 
this news of great wealth brought by the notary 

This abrupt subservience of fete brought Raphael 
thoroughly to his senses. He immediately spread out 
the table napkin with which he had lately taken the 
measure of the piece of shagreen He heeded nothing as 
he laid the talisman upon it, and shuddered involuntarily 
at the sight of a slight difference between the present 
size of the skin and the outline traced upon the linen 

* Why, what is the matter with him f ' Taillefer cned. 
*He comes by his fortune very cheaply* 

*Sautuns It Chattlhnl* said Biaiou to Emile. *The 
joy will kill him.* 

A ghastly white hue overspread every line of the wan 
fcatum of the heir-at-law Hts fece was drawn, every 
outline grew haggard , the hollows in his livid coun- 
tenance grew deeper, and hts eyes were fixed and stanng. 
He was feeing Death 

The opulent banker, summnded bv noed women, 
and feces with satiety written on them, the enjojment that 
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and quite ready to be penuaded of the pleasures of lassi- 
tude, lest they should be forced to admit their own 
exhaustion 

As soon as these bold spirits surrounded the capitalist’s- 
breakhist table, Cardot appeared He had left the rest ta 
make a night of it after the dinner, and finished the 
evening after his own ftuhwn m the retirement of domestic 
life. Just now a sweet smile wandered over his features. 
He seemed to have a presentiment that there would be- 
some inheritance to sample and divide, involving inven- 
tories and engrossing, an inhentance rich In fees and 
deeds to draw up, and something as juicy as the trembling 
fillet of beef m whi?h their host had just plunged his- 
Lnife. 

‘ Oh, ho 1 we are to have break/iuc m the presence of 
a notary,’ cned Cursy 

‘You have come here just at the right time,’ said the 
banker, indicating the breakfast , *you can jot down the 
numbers, and iniciai off all the dishes.’ 

'There is no will to make here, but contnets of 
marriage there may be, perhaps,* said the scholar, who- 
had made a satisfiictory arrangement for the first time in 
twelve months. 

‘Oh! Oh!’ 

‘Ah! Ahl* 

‘One moment,’ cried C^dot, fatly deafened by a 
chorus of wretched jokes. ‘I came here on serious 
business. I am bringing six nuiltons for one of you ’ 

£ md sflence.) ‘Monsieur,’ he went on, turning to- 
phael, who at the moment was unceremoniously wiping 
bis eyes on a corner of ihe table napkin, ‘was not your 
mother a Mile. O Flaharty 1* 

‘Yes,’ said Raphael mechanically enough, ‘Barbara- 
Mane’ 

* Have you your certificate of birth about you,’ Cardot 
went on, ‘ and Mme. dc Valentui’s as well } ’ 

‘I believe sa’ 
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sermon The actual scene that lay before him^ the 
gilded furniture, the courtesans, the feast itself, and the 
surrounding splendours, seemed to catch him by the 
throat, and made him cough 

‘ Do you Wish for some asparagus ? ’ the banker cned 
* I tuhh ftr nathtng > * thundered Raphael 
‘Bravo r* TaiUefer exclaimed, ‘jou understand jour 
position , a fortune confers the privilege of being imper- 
tinent You are one of tts Gentlemen, let us dnnt to 
the might of gold ! M Valentin here, six times a 
mill onaire, has become a power He is a king, like all the 
rich , ever) thing is at his d sposaf, everything lies under his 
feet From this time forth the axiom that “all French- 
men are alike m the eyes of the law,’ is for him a iib at 
the head of the Constitutional Charter He is not going 
to obey the law— the law is going to obey him There 
are neither scaffolds nor executioners for millionaires.* 
‘"ies, there are,’ said Raphael, ‘they are their own 
executioners.’ 

‘Here is another victim of prcjudccsl’ cned the 
banker 

‘ Let us drink 1 ’ Raphael said, putting the tal sman into 
his pocket 

‘What are you doing/ * said Emile, checking his move- 
ment. ‘ Gentlemen,’ he added, addressing the company, 
who were rather taken aback by Raphael s behaviour, 
‘you must know that our fnend Valentin here — what am 
I saying ?— I mean my Lord Marquis de Valentin — is in 
the possession of a secret for obtaining wealth His 
M ishcs arc fulfilled as soon as he knows them He will 
make us ail nch together, or he is a fiunkey, and devoid 
of all decent feeling ’ 

‘Oh, Raphael dear, I should like a set of pearl 
ornaments 1 ’ Euphrasia exelatmed 

‘If he has any gratitude in him, be will give me a 
couple of carnages with fest steppers,’ said Aquilina. 

‘ Wish for a hundred thousand a year for me 1 
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had reached the pitch of agony, was a living tUustralion 
of his own life 

Raphael looked thnee at the tahsman, which lay pas- 
sively within the merciless outhnea on the table-napkm j 
he ined not to believe it, but his incredulity vanished 
utterly before the light of an inner presentiment The 
whole world was bis , he could have all things, but the 
will to possess them was utterly extinct Like a traveller 
in the midst of the desert, with but a little water left to 
quench hts thirst, he must ncasure hrs Ii/c by the draughts 
he took of It He saw what every desire of his must cost 
him m the days of his life He believed in the powers of 
the Wild Ass’s Skin it last , he listened to every breath 
be drew , he felt ill already , he asked himself, 

*Am I not consumptive! Did not my mother die of 
• lungcompla nt f’ 

* Ana, Raphael ' what fiin you will have 1 ^Vhat will 
you give me ! ' asked Aqutlina. 

* Here’s to the death of bis imde, Major O’Flahartj ' 
There it a man for you !’ 

* He will be a peer of France ’ 

*Pooh • what iS a peer of France since July?’ *2^*^ 
amateur critic 

‘ ^e you going to take a box at the Boufibns ? ’ 

‘You arc going to treat us all, I hope?’ pul in 
BlXlOU 

* A nan of his sort wiU be sure to do things m stjle,’ 
said Emile 

The hurrah set up by the jovial assembly rang in 
Valentin’s ears, but he could not grasp the sense of a 
single word Vague thouebts crossed him of the Breton 
peasant’s life of mcchamcal labour, without a wish of any 
kirdj he pictured him burdened with a family, tilling 
the soil, living on buckwheat meal, dnnking adcr out of 
a pitcher, believing in the Virgm and the King, taking the 
sacrament at Easter, dancing a Sunday on the green 
sward, and understanding never a word of the rector’s 
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THE AGONY 

Ilf the early days of December an old man of some 
seventy years of age pursued his way along the Rue de 
Vareiune, jn spite of ihe ^ing nun He peered up at 
the door of each house, trying to discover the address or 
the Marquis Raphael de VaTcntm, m a simple, childlike 
fashion, and svith the abstracted look peculiar to philo- 
sophers. His face plamlr showed traces of a struggle 
between a heavy mortification and an authontative 
nature , his lorg, grev hair hung >n disorder about a hn 
like a piece of parenment shrivelling m the fire If 
a painter had come upon this cunous character, he would, 
no daub^ have transpired him to h<$ sketch book on his 
return, a thin, bony figure, clad in black, and have 
inscTsbed beneath it ‘C/aisKalpoef insearchof a rhyme* 
When he had identified the number that had been given 
to him, this re incarrution of RoJlm knocked meekly 
It the door of a splendid mansion 

*Is Monsieur Raphael ml* the worthy man wqured 
of the Swiss in hvery 

‘My Lord the Marquis sees nobody,* said the servant, 
swallowing a huge morsel that he had ;U5t dipped m 
a large bowl of coffee, 

**1 here is his carnage,’ said the elderly stranger, point- 
ing to a fine equipage that stood under the wooden 
canopy that sheltered the steps before the hous^ in place 
of a stnped linen awnmg * He is going out , 1 will wait 
for him.' 
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‘Indian jhawUI’ 

‘Pay my debts!’ 

‘Send an apoplexy to my unde, the old stick!’ 

‘Ten thousand a year m the funds, and I’ll cry quits 
with you, Raphael r 

‘Deeds of gift and no mistake,’ was the notary’s 
comment 

‘ He ought, at least, to tid me of the gout I * 

* Lower the funds 1 * shouted the banker 
These phrases flew about like the last discharge of 
rockets at the end of a display of fireworks, and were 
uttered, perhaps, more in earnest than m jest 

‘My good friend,’ Eoule said solemnlj, ‘I shall be 
quite satisfied with an income of two hundred thousand 
liTTcs Pl*ase to set about « at once * 

' Do } ou not know the cost, Eraile f * asked Raphael 
‘ A nice excuse • ’ the poet cned , ‘ ought we not to 
sacrifice ourselves for our friends I’ 

‘1 have almost a nmd to wish that you all were dead,' 
Valentm made answer, with a dark, inscrutable look at 
his boon comfnmons. 

‘ Dying people are frightfully cruel,* said Emile, laugh- 
ing ‘\ou are nch now,’ be went on gravely, ‘scry 
well,l will give you two months at most before you grow 
vilely selfish You are so dense ^eady that you cannot 
understand a joke You have only to go a little further 
to believe in your Wild Ass’s Skin ’ 

Raphael kept silent, feanng the banter of the company , 
but he drank immoderately, trying to drown in intoxica- 
tion the recollection of his power 



The Agony ipi 

No I never say, Do you wjsh ? ** or “ Wjll you ? ” or 
“ Do you want ? ” Those words arc scratched out of the 
dictionary He let out at me once with a “ Do you want 
to kill me ? ” he was so very angry ’ 

Jonathan left the old schoolmaster in the vestibule, 
signing to him to come no further, and soon returned 
with a favourable answer He led the old gentleman 
through one magnificent room after another, where every 
door stood open At last Pornquet beheld his pupil at 
some distance seated beside the fire 

Raphael was reading the paper He sat in an arm- 
chair, wrapped m a dressinggown with some large 
pattern on it The intense melancholy that preyed upon 
him could be discerned m bu languid posture and feeble 
frame, it was depicted on his brow and white face , he 
looked like some plant bleached by darkness. There was 
a kmd of elremmate grace about him, the /^cies peculiar 
to wealthy invalids were also notjceaiJe His hands were 
soft and white, lice a pretty woman’s, be wore his fair 
hair, now grown scanty, curled about bis temples with a 
refinement of vanity 

The Greek cap that he wore was pulled to one side by 
the weight of its tassel , too heavy for the light matenu 
of which It was made He had let the paper knife fall at 
his feet, a malachite blade with gold mounting, which he 
had used to cut the leaves of a book. The amter mouth- 
piece of a magnificent Indian hookah by on his knee, 
the enamelled coils lay like a serpent m toe room, but he 
had forgotten to draw out its fresh perfume And yet 
there was a complete contradiction between the general 
feebleness of his young fnune and the blue eyes, w here all 
hts vitality seemed to dwell , an extraordinaiy intelligena 
seemed to look out from them and to grasp everything 
at once. 

That eitprcssion was painful to see Some would 
have read despair in it, and others some inner conflict 
terrible as remone It was the mscruuble glance of 
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\cry Viords. “You will think of all my requirements for 
ne.” I am the master, so to speak, anJ he is the servant, 
you understand ? The reason of it ? Ah, my word, 
that IS just what nobody on earth knows but he himself 
and God Almighty It is quite inetneihaiU \ ’ 

* He is w ruing a poem • * exclaimed the old professor 
‘You think he is wming a poem, sir? It’s a very 

absorbing affair, then ■ But, you know, I don’t think he 
IS. He often tells me that he wants to live like a vergi~ 
fatten, he wants to vrrgefatt Only yesterday he was 
looking at a tulip white he was dressing, and he said 
to me — 

* “ There is my ow n life — I am %er£ftating, my poor 
Jonathan " Now, some of them insist that that is mono- 
mania It is tntenaliaiU > ’ 

‘ All this makes it very dear to me, Jonathan,* the 
professor answered, with a magisttnal wlemnity that 
greatly impressed the old *er»-ant, ‘that your master is 
absorbed m a great work He is deep m vast meditations, 
and has no wish to be distracted by the petty preoccupa- 
tions of ordinary life A man of genius forgets eserything 
«mong his intellectual labours One day the nmous 
Newton——.’ 

‘ Newton ? — oh, ah • I don’t know the name,* said 
Jonathan 

‘Newton, a great geometnaan,* Pomquet went on, 
‘once sat for twenty four hours leaning his elbow on the 
table , when he emerged Irom his musings, he was a day 
out m his reckoning, just as if he had been sleeping I 
will go to see him, dear lad , 1 may perhaps be of some 
use to him ’ 

‘Not for a moment {* Jonathan cned ‘Not though 
TOu were King of France— 1 mean the real old one. 
You could not go in unless tau forced the doors open 
and walked over my body But I will go and tell him 

•’u M Pornquei, and I will put it to him like 

to come up?" And he will say Yes or 



The Agony 185 

evening, after dinner, my master goes one day to the 

Opera, the other to the Ital no, be hasn’t yet gone to 

the Italiens, though, for I could not find a box for him 
until yesterday Then he comes m at eleven o’clock 
prcasely, to go to bed At any time in the day when he 
has nothing to do, he reads— he ts alnays readings you 
see — It IS a notion he has My instructions are to read 
the yeurnal dt la Lihrairtt bemre he sees it, and to buy 
new books, so that he finds them on his chimney-piece on 
the very day that they arc published I have orders to go 
into b)s room every hour or $01, to look after the fire and 
everything else, and to sec that he wants nothing He 
gave me a little book, sir, to leam oiF by heart, with all 
my duties written in it — a regular catechism I In summer 
I have to keep 2 cool and even temperature with blocks 
of ice, and at all seasons to put fte^ flowers all about. 
He IS rich ! He has a thousand francs to spend es ery day , 
he can indulge his fancies! And he hadn’t even neces- 
eanes for so long, poor child I He doesn’t annoy any- 
body , he IS as good as gold , be never opens his mtiuth, 
for instance , the house and garden are absolutely silent 
In short, my master has not a single wish left , everything 
comes in the twinkling of an eye, if he raises his hand, 
and itisianttr. Quite ttgh^ too. If servants are not 
looked after, ever) thing falls into confusion You would 
never believe the lengths he goes about things. His 
rooms are all — what do you c«l itf— cr— er — « ttfite 
Very well , just suppose now, that he opens his room door 
or the door of bis study, presto! all the other doors fly 
open of themselves by a patent contrivance , and then he 
can go from one end of the house to the other and not 
find a single door shut, whi'-h is all very nice and 
pleasant and convenient for us great folk I But, on my 
word. It cost us a lot of money f And, after all, 
Pornquet, he said to me at last— 

*** Jonathan, you will look after me as if I were a baby 
in long clothes.” Yes, sir, “long clothes!” ihosewerehii 
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You must get up and dress, mv Lord Marquis.” 

*Then he rises and dresses himself 1 have to give him 
his dresang gown, and it k aimyi after the same pattern, 
and of the same material I am obliged to replace it 
when It can be used no longer, timpl) to save him the 
trouble of asking for a new one, A queer fancy ! As a 
matter oC fact, he has a thousand francs to spend every 
day, and he does as he please^ the dear child And 
bwides, I am so fond of h\m that tf he gave me a hex on 
the car on one side, I should bold out the other to him ! 
The most difficult things he will tell me to do, and yet I 
do them, you know ! He gives me such a lot of tndes to 
attend to, that I am well set to workl He reads the 
newspapers, doesn’t hel Well, my instructions are to 

5 ut them always In the same place, on the same table 
always go at the same hour and shave him myself, and 
don't I tremble I The cook would forfeit the annuity of 
a thousand crowns that he it to come into after my lord's 
death, if breakfast is not served tiutneilioH; at ten o’clock 
precisely The menus are dras»n up for the whole year 
round, day after day My Lord the Marquis has not a 
thing to wish (or. He has straw^mes whenever there 
arc any, and he has the earliest mackerel to be had m 
Fans. The programme is pnmed every morning He 
knows hu dinner by rote. In the next place, he 
dresses hinsself at the same hour, in the same clothes, the 
same hnen, that I always put on the same chair, you 
understand { 1 have to see that he always has the same 
cloth , and if it should happen that his coat came to gnef 
(a mere supposition), I should have to replace it by another 
without saying a word about it to him. If it is fine, I 
go in and say to my inaster— - 
*“You ought to MOut, sir" 

* He says Yes, or ^o Ifbehasa notion that he will 
go out, he doesn't wait for his horses , they are always 
ready harnessed , the coachman s'ops there iBcutcihaiijy 
whip in hand, just as you see him out there. In the 
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evening, after dinner, my ouster goes one day to the 

Opera, the other to the Ital no, He hasn’t yet gone to 

the Italiens, though, for I could not find a box for him 
until yesterday Then he comes tn at eleven o’clock 
preasely, to go to bed At anytime m the day when he 
has nothing to dc^ he reads — he is always reading, you 
see — It IS a notion he has. My instructions are to read 
the JtuTnal de la LtLratrtt before be sees it, and to buy 
new books, so that he finds them on his chimney piece on 
the very day that they are published 1 have orders to go 
into his room every hour or so, to look after the fire and 
everything else, and to sec that he wants nothing He 
gave me a little book, sir, to learn off by heart, with all 
my duties written in it — a regular catechism I In summer 
1 nave to keep a cool and even temperature with blocks 
of ice, and at all seasons to put fiesh flowers all about. 
He IS rich I He has a thousand francs to spend ei try day, 
he can indulge hts fanaesi And be hadn’t even neces- 
sanes for so long, poor child I He doesn’t annoy anV' 
body , he is as good as gold , be never opens his njouM, 
for instance , the house and garden are absolutely silent. 
In short, my master has nor a single wish left , everything 
comes in the twinkling of an eye, jf he raises his han^ 
and tnsianttr Quite nght, too If servants are not 
looked after, everything fiuJs into confusion You would 
never believe the lengths be goes about things. His 
rooms are all — what do you cal! it ? — cr — er — tn sutli 
Very well , just suppose, now, that he opens his room door 
or the door of bis study, presto! all the other doors fly 
open of themselves by a patent contrivance , and then he 
can go Irora one end of the house to the other and not 
find a single door shut , whwh is all ve^ nice and 
pleasant and convenient for us great folk f But, on my 
word, It cost us a lot of roon^ 1 And, after all, M* 
Pornquet, he said to me at last — 

* “Jonathan, you will look after me as if I were a baby 
in long clothes.’’ "h es, sir, ** long clothes ! ” those were his 
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cried *Hc scarcely speaks even to me, his fostcr- 
fathcrM ^ * 

‘But I am likewise his foster fiticr,’ said the old man 
‘If your wife was his foster mother, I fed him myself 
With the milk of the Mu$es> He M my nursling, my 
child, earui alumnus J I formed hjs mind, cultivated his 
undcntanding, developed his genius, and, I venture to 
*ay It, to my own honour and glory Is he not one of 
the most remarkable men of our epoch ? He was one 
of my pupils in two lower forms, and m rhetoric. I am 
his professor ’ 

‘Ah, sir, then you are M Pornquet?' 

‘Exactly, sir, but ' 

‘Hashl faushl’ Jonathan called to two underline, 
whose Voices broke the monastic silence that shrouded 
the house 

‘But IS the marquis ill, sir 1* the professor continued 

‘My dear sir,’ Jonath^ replied, ‘Heaven only knovs 
what IS the matter with my master You see, there are 
not a couple of houses like ours anywhere in rans Do 
you understand I Not two houses Faith, that there 
are not My Lord the Marquis had this hotel purchased 
for him , (t formerly belonged to a duke and a peer of 
France, then he spent three hundred thousand francs 
over furnishing it That’s a good deal, you know, three 
hundred thousand francs ^ But every room in the house 
IS a perfect wonder “Good,” said I to myself when 
I saw th s magnificence , “it is just like u used to be m 
the time of my lord, his fate grandfather , and the young 
marquis is going to entertarn all Paris and the Court * 
Nothing or the kind 1 My lord refused to see any one 
whatever ’Tis a funny Me that he leads, M Porxiquet, 
you understand An tnctnabobU life He rises every 
day at the same time. I am the only person, you see, 
that may enter his room. I open the shutters at seven 
o’clock, summer or winter It u all arranged very oddly 
As I come in I say to him— 
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No I never say, Do you wish ? ” or “ Will 3rou ? " or 
Do you want ? ” Those words arc scratched out of the 
dictionary He let out at me once with a “ Do you want 
to Jyll me ? ” he was so scry angry ’ 

Jonathan left the old schoolmaster in the vestibule, 
signing to him to come no further, and soon returned 
with a favourable answer He led the old eentleman 
through one magnificent room after another, where every 
door stood open At last Porrjquet beheld his pupil at 
some distance seated beside the fire 

Raphael was reading the paper He sat in an arm 
chair, wrapped m a dress ng gown with some large 
pattern on it The intense melancholy that preyed upon 
him could be discerned in bis languid posture and feeble 
frame , it was depicted on his brow and white face, he 
looked like some plant bleached by darkness. There was 
a kind of efiemmate grace about him , the fancies peculiar 
to wealthy intalids were also noticeable His hands were 
soft and white, like a pretty woman’s, be wore his fair 
hair, now grown scanty, curled about bts temples with a 
refinement of vanity 

The Greek cap that he wore was pulled to one side by 
the weight of its tassel, too heavy for the light matenil 
of which It was made He had let the paper knife fall at 
his feet, a malachite blade with gold mounting, which be 
had used to cut the leaves of a bwk. The amber mouth 
piece of a magnificent Jndian hookah lay on his knee; 
the enamelled coils lay I ke a serpent m the room, but be 
had forgotten to draw out its fresh perfume And yet 
there was a complete contradiction between the general 
feebleness of his jxiung frame and the blue eyes^ where all 
his vitality seemed to dwell , an extraord na^ intelligence 
seemed to look out from tbein and to grasp everythmg 
at once. 

That expression was painful to tee Some would 
have read despair 10 it, and others tome inner conflict 
terrible as remone It was the inscnitable glince of 
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helplessness that must perforce consign its desires to the 
depths of its own heart} or of a miser enjoying in 
Imagination all the pleasures that his money could 
procure for him, while he declines to lessen his hoard } 
the look of a bound Prometheus, of the fallen Napoleon 
of 1815, when he learned at the Elysee the strategical 
blunder that his enemies had made, and asked for twenty- 
four hours of command in vain; or rather it was the 
same look that Raphael had turned upon the Seine, or 
upon his last piece of gold at. the gaming-table only a 
few mbnths ago. 

He was submitting his intelligence and bis will to the 
homely common-sense of an old peasant whom fifty 
years of domestic service bad scarcely civilised. He had 
given up all the rights of life in order to live ; he had 
despoiled his soul of all the romance that lies in a wish { 
and almost rejoiced at thus becoming a tort of automaton. 
The better to strugele with the cruel power that he had 
challenged, he had mllowed Origen’s example, and had 
loaicnea and ehastensd his imagination. 

The dajr after he had seen tie diminuaon of the Wild 
Ass’s Skin, at his sudden accession of wealth, be 
happened to be at his notary’s house. A well-known 
physician bad told them quite seriously, at dessert, how 
a Swiss attacked by consumption had cured himself. 
The man had never spoken a word for ten years, and 
had compelled himself to draw six breaths only, eveiT 
minute, in the close atmosphere of a cow-house, aa- 
hering all the time to a regimen of exceedingly light 
dietl ‘I will be like that man,’ thought Raphael to 
himself He wanted life at any price, and $0 he led the 
life of a machine in the midst of all the luxury around 
him. ♦ 

The old professor confronted this youthful corpse and 
shuddered j there seemed something unnatural about the 
meagre, enfeebled frame. In the marquis, with his eager 
eyes and careworn forehead, he could hardly recognise 



The Agony 193 

the fresh checked and rosy pupil with the active limbs, 
whom he remembered If the worthy classicist, sage 
cnctc, and general preserver of the traditions of correct 
taste had read Byron, he would have thought that he 
had come on a Manfred when he looked to find 
Childe Harold 

*Good day, pere Pomquet,* said Raphael, pressing the 
old schoolmaster’s frozen Angers in his own hot damp 
ones , ‘ how arc you ? * 

‘I am vcjy well,’ replied the other, alarmed by the 
touch of that feverish hand * But how about you ? ’ 

‘ Oh, I am hoping to keep myself m health * 

* You are engaged on some great work, no doubt ? * 

* No,’ Raphael answered * Extgt monumentuniy pere 
Pomquet, I have contnbuted an important page to 
science, and have now bidden her farewell for ever. I 
scarcely know where my manuscript is * 

* The style IS no doubt correct f* queried the school- 
master *You, I hope, would never have adopted the 
barbarous language of the new school, which fancies le 
has worked such wonders b^ discovering Ronsard ! * 

*My work treats of physiology pure and simple * 

*Oh, then, there IS no more to be said,* the schoolmaster 
answered ‘Grammar must yield to the exigencies of 
discoveiy. Nevertheless, youn^ man, a lucid and 
harmonious style — the diction of Massillon, of M de 
Buftbn, of the great Racine — a classical style, m short, 

can never spoil anything But, my friend,* the school 

master interrupted himself, ‘I was forgeiung the object 
of my visit, which concerns my own interests ’ 

Too late Raphael recalled to mind the verbose elo- 
quence and elegant arcumlocutions which m a long profes- 
sorial career had grown habitual to his old tutor, and almost 
regretted that he had admitted him , but just as he was 
about to wish to see him safely outside, he promptly 
suppressed his secret desire with a stealthy glance at 
the Wild Ass’s Skin. It hung there he'bre him, hutened 
N 
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down upon some white maienal, lurrounJed bjr » ted 
line accurately meed about itt crophetic outline! Since 
that fatal cirouie, Raphael ftad itifled erer/ lca»t 
whim^ and had lived lo at not to cause the tli|htetc 
movement in the terrible taiiiman The XVtlJ Am* 
Skin wai like a tiger with which he muu live without 
exciting it* ferocity He bore patiently, therefore, with 
the old tchoolmaster'i prolixity 

Porrit^uet tpent an hour in telling him about the 
persecutions directed against him ever since the Revo- 
lution of July The worthy man, having a liking for 
strong governmentj, had expressed the patriotic WJ*h 
that grocers should be left to their counters, statesmen 
to the management of public business, advocates to the 
Valais de Justice, and peers of France to the Liotem- 
bourg , but one of the popularity-seeking mmisteri of 
the Citizen King had ousted him from hit chair, on an 
accusation of Cnatlism, and the old man now found 
himself without pension or post, and with no bread to 
eat As he played the part of guardian angel to a poor 
nephew, for whose schooling at Saujt Suipice he was 
paying, be came less on his own account than for his 
adopted child s sake, to entreat his former pupil t mtecesr 
with the new minister He did not ask to be reinstated, 
but only for a position ac the head of some provincal 
school 

Raphael bad fallen a victim to unconquerable drowsi- 
ness by the time that the woitl^ man’s monotonous 
voice ceased to sound us his ears Civility had compelled 
him to look at the pale and unmoving eyes of the 
deliberate and tedious old narrator, till he himself had 
reached stupefaction, magnetised in an inexplicable way 
by the power of Inertia 

•Well, my dear pbre Pomquet,’ he said, not vciy 
cernin what the question was to which he was replying, 
«but 1 can do nothing for you, nothing at all. 7 tvah 
vtrf htarttlj that you may succeed 
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AU at once, without seeing the change wrought on the 
old man’s sallow and wrinkled brow by these conventional 
phrases, full of indilFerence and selfishness, Raphael 
sprang to his feet like a startled roebuck He saw a 
thin white line between the black piece of hide and the 
red tracing about it, and gave a cry so fearful that the 
poor professor was fnghtened by it 

* Old fool ! Go I ’ he cned * You will be appointed 
as headmaster! Couldn't you have asked me for an 
annuity of a thousand crowns rather than a murderous 
wish ? Your visit would have cost me nothing There 
are a hundred thousand situations to be had m France, 
but I have only one life A man’s life is worth more 
than all the situations m the world — Jonathan 1 ’ 

Jonathan appeared 

‘ This 18 your dome, doubte*distill*d idiot • What 
made you suggest that i should see M Pemquet ? ’ and 
he pointed to the old man, who was petrified with fright 
* Did I put myself into your hands for you to tear me m 
pieces i You have just shortened my life by ten yean j 
Another blunder of this kind, and you will lay me where 
I have laid my father Would i not fir rather have 
possessed the beautiful Feedora? And I have obliged 
that old hulk instead — that rag of humanity I I had 
money enough for him And, moreover, if all the 
Porriquets in the world were dying of hunger, what is 
that to me ? * 

Raphael’s ficc was white with anger , a si ght froth 
marked his trembling lips , there was a savage gleam m 
his eyes The two elders shook with terror in his 
presence like two children at the sight of a snake TTie 
young man fell back m his armchair, a kind of reaction 
took place in him, the tears flowed fist from his angry 
eyes. 

‘Oh, my lifel’ he cned, *that fiir life of mine. 
Never to know a kindly thought again, to love no 
more , nothing is left to me f * 
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He turned to the professor and went on 5n » gentle 
%oicc — ‘The harm is done^my cdd friend. Your services 
have been well repaid j and my misfortune has at any 
rate contributed to the wet6ire of a good and worthy 
man.’ 

His tones betrayed so much feeling that the almost 
uninteUigibie words drew tears from the two old m^n, 
such tears as arc shed over some pathetic song in a foreign 
tongue. 

* He is epUeptic,’ muttered Porriquet. ^ , 

*I understand your kind intentions, my friend, 
Raphael answered gently. *You would make excitse* 
for me. llUheaith cannot be helped, but ingratitude J* * 
grievous hiult. Leave me now,* he added. ‘ To-morrpw 
or the next day, or possibly t».nieht, you will receive 
your appointment j Resistance has triumphed over 
Motion. Farewell* 

The old schoolmaster went away, full of keen appt*“ 
hension as to Valentin’s sanity. A thrill of horror ran 
throueh him t there had been something supernatural, he 
tbou^t, in the Kene he had passed through. He could 
hardly believe his own impresstons, and questioned them 
like one awakened from a painful dream. 

‘Now attend to me, Jonathan,* said the young man to 
his old servant ‘Try to undencand the charge confided 
to you.’ 

‘Yes, my Lord Marquis.’ 

‘I am as a man outlawed from humanity.* 

‘Yes, my Lord Marquis.* 

‘ AH the pleasures of life disport themselves round mf 
bed of death, and dance about me like fair women } but 
if I beckon to them, 1 must die. Death always confronts 
me. You must be the banw between the ivorld and 
me.’ 

‘Yes, my Lord Marquis,* said the old servant, wiping 
the drops of perspiration from his wrinkled forehead. 
*But if you don’t wish to see pretty women, how will 
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you manage at the Itahens this evening ? An English 
family is returning to liondon, and I have taken their 
box for the rest of the season^ and it is m a splendid 
position — superb , m the first rowr* 

Raphael, deep in his own musings, paid no attention 
to him 

Do you see that splendid et|uipage, a brougham painted 
a dark brown colour, hut with the arms of an ancient and 
noble family shining from the panels I As it rolls past, all 
the shop-girls admire and look longtnglv at the yellow 
satin lining, the rugs from la Savonnene, the daintiness and 
freshness of every detail, the silken cushions and tightly- 
fitting glass windows. Twolivcned footmen arc mounted 
behind this aristocratic carriage, and within, a head lies 
back among the silken cushions, the fevensh ^ce and 
hollow eyes of Raphae 4 melancholy and sad Emblem 
of the doom of wealth I He flics across Pans like a rocket, 
and reaches the peristyle of the Theatre Favart. The 
passers-by make way for him , the two footmen help him 
to alight, an envious crowd looking on the while 

* What has that fellow done to be so nch ? * asks a poor 
Uw-student. who cannot listen to the magical music of 
Rossini for lack of a five-franc piece 

Raphael walked slowly along the gangway , he ex- 
pected no enjoyment from these pleasures he had once 
coveted SO eagerly In the mterval before the second 
act of SetniramiJt he walked up and down in the 
lobby, and along the corridors, leaving his box, which he 
had not yet entered, to look after itself Tlie instinct 
of property was dead within him already Like all 
mvi ds, he thought of nothing but his own suSenngs. 
He was leining against the chimney piece in the green- 
room. A group had gathered about it of dandies, young 
and old, of ministers and cx ministers, of peers without 
peerages, and peerages without peers, for so the Revolu- 
tion of July had ordered matters. Among a host of 
adventurers and journalists^ 10 fact, Raphael beheld a 
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strange, uncartUj figure a few paces awa/ among the 
crowd. He went towards this grotesque object to w it 
better, half-closing his eyes wi& exceeding supcrcuious- 
ness. 

‘What a wonderful bit of painting be said to him- 
self The stranger’s hair and eyebrows and a Maaarm 
tuft on the chin bad been dyed black, but the result was 
a tpunous, glossy, purple tint that varied its hues according 
to the light , the hair had been too white, no douht, to 
cake the preparanon Anxiety and cunning were depicted 
in thenarrow, insignificant (ac^with its wrinkles, incrusted 
by thick layers of red and white paint This red enamel, 
lacking on some portions of his face, strongly brought 
out his natural feebleness and livid hues. It 'vas impos- 
sible not to smile at this visage with the protuberant 
forehead and pointed chin, a face not unlike those gro- 
test^ue wooden figures that German herdsmen carve m 
their spare moments. 

An attentive observer looking from Raphael to this 
elderly Adonis would have remanied a young man’s eyes 
set m a mask of age, in the case of the marquis, and 
m the other case the dun eyes of age peering forth from 
behind a mask of youth. Valenon tried to recollect 
when and where he had seen this little old man before 
He was thin, fiistidiously craratted, booted and spurred 
like One-and twenty , he crossed his arms and clinked bi^ 
spurs as if he possessed all the wanton energy of youth 
He seemed to move about without constraint or diffi- 
culty He had carefully buttoned up his feshionablc 
coat, which dsguiscd his powerful, elderly frame, and 
gave him the appearance of an antiquated cmcomb who 
still follows the fiuhions. 

For Raphael this animated puppet possessed all the 
interest of an appantion He gazed at it as if ii had 
been swne smoke begrtmed Rembrandt, recently restored 
and newly framed This idea found bun a clue to the 
truth among bis confused tccoUecTions , he recognised 
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tfie dealer fn antiquities, the oun to whom he owed ins 
calamities! 

A noiseless laugh broVc just then from the Antastical 
personage, straightening the Imc of his lips that stretched 
across a row of artificial teeth That laugh brought out, 
for i^phael’s heated ftncy, a strong resemblance between 
the man before him and the type of head that painters have 
assigned to Goethe’s Mephistopheles. A crowd of super- 
stitious thoughts entered Raphael’s sceptical mind , he 
was convinced of the powers of the devil and of ah 
the sorcerer’s enchantmenis embodied in mediaeval tradi- 
tion, and since worked up by poets. Shnnking in horror 
from the destiny of Faust, he pra)ed for the protection of 
Heaven with au the ardent Aith of a dying man in God 
and the Virgin- A clear, bright radiance seemed to give 
him a glimpse of the heaven of Michel Angelo or of 
Raphael of Urbtno a venerable wbite-bearded man, a 
beautiful woman seated tn an aureole above the clouds^ 
and winged cherub heads. Now he had grasped and 
received the meaning of those imaginative, almost human 
creations , they seemed to explain what had happened to 
hfm, to leave him yet one hope 

But when the greenroom of the luliens returned 
upon his sight, he beheld not the Virgin, but a very 
handsome young person. The execrable Euphrasia, m 
all the splendour of her toilette, wnth its orient pearls, had 
come thither, impatient for her ardent, elderly admirer 
She was insolently exhibiting herself with her defiant face 
and glittering eyes to an envious crowd of stockbrokers, 
a visible testimony to the inexhaustible wealth that the 
old dealer permitted her to squander 

Raphael recollected the mocking wish with which he 
had accepted the old man's luckless gift, and casted all the 
sweets of revenge when he beheld the spectacle of sublime 
Wisdom ftllen to such a depth as this, wisdom for which 
Such humiliation had seemed a thing impossible. The 
centenarian greeted Euphrasia with a ghastly smile. 
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receiving lier honeyed words ia r^l) . He oftered her hU 
enuaated arm, and went twice or thrice round the green- 
room with her , the envious glances and compliments 
with which the crowd received h» mistress delighted 
him , he did not see the scornful smiles, nor hear the 
caustic commcRts to which he gave rise 

‘In what cemetery did this young ghoul unearth that 
corpse of hers?’ asked the dandy of the Romantic 
faction 

Euphrasia began to smile The speaker was a slender, 
fair haired youth, with bright blue eyes, and a moustadic 
His short dress coat, hat tilted over one car, and sharp 
tongue, all denoted the species. 

‘now many old men,’ said Raphael to himself, ‘bring 
an upright, virtuous, and bard worbng life to a dose in 
folly • His feet are cold alrcadj, and he is making love ’ 
‘ Well, sir,' exclaimed Valentin, stopping the merchant's 
progress while he stared hard at Euphrasia, ‘have you 
quite forgotten the stringent maxims of your philosophy ? ’ 
‘Ah, I am as happy now as a young man,* said the 
other, in a cracked vdee ‘1 used to look at existence 
from a wrong standpoint One hour of love has a whole 
life in It ’ 

The playgoers heard the tefl ring, and left the green- 
room to take their places again Raphael and the old 
merchant separated As he entered his box, the marquis 
saw Fordorasitt^cxactly opposite to him on the other side 
of the theatre. Tne countess had probably only just come, 
for she was just flinging off her scarf to leave her throat 
uncovered, and was occupied with going through all the 
indescnbable monorurres of a coquette arranging herself 
All eyes were turned upon her A young peer of France 
had come with her s she asked him for the lorgnette 
which she had given him to carry Raphael knew the 
despotism to which bis sucocssm had resigned bimself, in 
her gestures, and in the way she treated her companion 
He was also under the spell no doubt, another dupe 
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beating with all the might of a real affection acainst the 
woman’s cold calculations, enduring ail the tortures from 
which Valentin had luckily freed himself 

Ftedora’s free lighted uo with mdescribaWe joy After 
directing her lorgnette upon every box in turn, to make a 
rapid survey of an the dresses, she was conscious that by her 
toilette and her beauty she bad eclipsed the loveliest and 
best dressed women m Pans. She laughed to show her 
white teeth , her head with its wreath of ffaweeswss never 
still, m her quest of admiration Her glances went from 
one box to another, as the diverted herself with the 
awkward way m which a Russian princess wore her 
bonnet, or over the utter failure of a bonnet with which 
a banker’s daughter had disfigured herself 

All at once she met Raphael’s steady gaze and turned 
pale, aghast at the irndfembte contempt m her rejected 
lover’s eyes. Not one of her exiled suitors had failed to 
thvn her power over them , Valentin alone was proof 
against her attractions A power that can be defied with 
impunity is drawing to its end This axiom is as deeply 
engraved on the heart of woman as m the mmds of kings. 
In Raphael, therefore, Ftedora saw the deathblow of her 
influence and her ability to please. An epigram of his, 
made at the Opera the day befor^ was already known in 
the salons of Pans. The biting edge of that terrible 
speech had already given the countess an incurable 
wound. We know how to cautense a wound, but we 
know of no treatment as vet for the stab of a phrase. As 
every other woman m the house looked by turns at her 
and at the marquis, Feedora would have consigned them 
ail to the oubliettes of some Bastdle t for in spite of her 
opaaiy for dissimulation, her «! scomiiture was discerned 
by her nvals. Her unfailing consolation had slipped froa 
her at last. The deiioous thought, ^ I am the mo« 
beautiful,* the thought that at all time* had soothed every 
mortification, bad turned inroa he. 

At the openmg of the seoind act a woman took 
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her position not very far from Raphael, m t box that had 
been empty hitherto. A murmur of admiration went up 
from the whofe house. In that sea of human frees there 
was a movement of every livingjwaye, all eyes were 
turned upon the stranger lady ^e applause of young 
and old was so prolonged, that when the orchestra began, 
the musicians turned to the audience to request silence, 
and then they themselves yomed m the plaudits and 
swelled the confusion Exated talk began tn every box, 
every woman equipped herself with an opera glass, cldcriy 
men grew young again, and polished the glasses of thar 
lorgnettes with ihnr gloves. The enthusiasm subsided 
by degrees, the suge echoed with the votets of the 
singers, and order reigned as before The instocratic 
section, ashamed of Mvmg yielded to a spontaneous 
feeling, again assumed their wonted politely fngid manner# 
The weir*t<hdo dislike to be astonished at anything , 
the first sight of a bautifu) thing >t becomes their duty 
to discover the defeet m it which absolves them from 
admiring it, — the feelingof all ordinary minds. Yet a few 
tuU rvmaiaeJ mouonlets and heedJew of the muMte^ «rt» 
lesdy absorbed in the ddight of watching Raphaels 
nei^hour 

Valentin noticed TaiBefcr's mean, obnoxious counten- 
ana by Aquihna's side m a lowrr box, and received an 
approving smirk from him. Then he saw Emile, who 
seemed to say from where he stood In the orchestra, 
‘Jest look at that lovely creature there, dose beside you ' ’ 
Lastly, he aw Rastignac, with Mme de Nucingen and 
her daughter, twisnng his gloves like a man in despair, 
because he was tethered to bis plac^ and could not leave 
It to go any nearer to the unknown frir d vinity 

Raphaels life depended upon a covenant that he had 
made with himself, and had hitherto kept acred He 
would give no special heed to any woman whatever , and 
the better to guard against temptation, he used a cun- 
ningly contrived opera-glass which destroyed the harmony 
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a nmnar movement, starVled no doubt at being brought 
in contact with a itranger, and thej' remained ftce to 
face, each with the jame thought. 

‘Pauline’’ 

‘M Raphael'' 

Each surveyed the other* both of them petrified with 
astonishment Raphael noticed Pauline’s daintilv simple 
costume A womans experienced eyes would hire 
discerned and admired the outlines beneath the modest 
gauze folds of her bodice and the lily whiteness of her 
throat And then her more than mortal clearness of soul* 
her madenly modesty* her graceful bearing, all were 
unchanged. Her sleeve was quivenng with agitation, 
(or the beating of her heart l^•as shaking her whole frame 
‘Come to the Hdtcl de Saint Quentin to-morrow for 
your papers** she said * I wiU be there at noon. Be 
punctual.' 

She rose hastily, and disappeared Raphael thought 
of following Pauline* feared to compromise her, and 
soyed He looked at Fedora * she seemed to him 
positively ugly Unable to understand a single phrase of 
the music, and feeling sufled in the theatre, be went out, 
and returned home with a full heart. 

‘Jonathan,’ he said to the old servant* as soon as he lay 
in Kd, *mve me half a drop of laudanum on a piece of 
sugar* and don’t wake me to-morrow till twenty ndnutes 
to twelve.* 

‘ I want Pauline to lore me •’ he cned next morning, 
looking at the talisman the while m unspeakable anguish. 

The skin did not move m the least , it seemed to have 
tost its power to shnnk * doubtless it could not fulfil a 
wish fulfilled already 

*Ah!’ exclaimed Raphael, feeling as if a mantle of 
lead had fallen away, which he had worn ever since the 
day when the talisman had been given to him , ‘ so you 
are playing me false, you are not obeying me, the pact is 
broken! 1 am free, 1 shall hre. Then was n al] a 
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wretched joke?’ But he did not dare to believe in his 
own thought as he uttered it. 

He dressed himself as simply as had formerly been his 
wont, and set out on foot for bis old lodging, trying to 
go hack in fancy to the happy days when he abandoned 
himself without peril to vehement desires, the days when 
he had not yet condemned all human cnioyment As he 
Walked he beheld Pauline — not the Pauline of the Hotel 
Saint Quentin, but the Pauline of last evening Here 
was the accomplished mistress be had $0 often dreamed 
of, the intelligent young girl with the loving nature and 
artistic temperament, who understood poets, who under- 
stood poetry, and lived in luxurious surroundings. Here, 
in short, was Feedora, gifted with a great soul , or Pauline 
become a countess, and twice a m Uionaire, as Fadora had 
been When he reached the worn threshold^ and stood 
upon the broken step at the door, where m old days he 
bad had so many desperate thoughts, an old woman came 
out of the room within and spoke to him. 

* You are M Raphael de Valentin, are you not I * 

‘ Yes, good mother,’ he repl ed. 

* You Imow your old room then,' she replied i * you are 
expected up there ’ 

‘Does Mrae Gaudin still own the house?’ Raphael 
asked 

* Oh no, sir Mme Caudin is a baroness now She 
lives in a fine house of her own on the other side of the 
nver Her husband has come back Myj^dness, he 

3 ' ht back thousands and thousands They say the 
buy up all the Quariier Sami Jacques if she liked 
She gave me her basement room for nothing, and the re- 
mainder of her lease All, she ’sa land ivoinan all the same, 
she IS no more proud to-day than she was yesterday * 
Raphael burned up the staircase to his garret , as he 
reached the last fcw steps he heard the sounds of a p ano. 
Pauline was there, 5 mply dressed in a cotton gown, but 
the way that it was mad^ like the glove^ ha^ and shawl 
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thit she bad thrown down careless!/ upon the bed, rcTcaled 
a change of fortune 

‘Ah, there you arc cned Pauline, turning ter head, 
and rising with unconcealed delight 

Raphael went to sit beside her, flushed, confused, and 
happy , he looked at her m silence 

‘ Why did you leave us then 1’ she asked, dropping her 
eyes as the flush deepened on his face. ‘What became 
of you?’ 

‘ Ah, I have been very miserable, Pauline , I am very 
miserable still ’ 

‘Alas!’ she said, filled with pitying tenderness, ‘a 
guessed your &te yesterday when I saw you so wdl 
dressed, and apparently so wealthy , but in reality ? £h, 
M Raphael, is it as it always used »o be with you ?* 
Val'nUn could not restrain the tears that sprang to hvi 
eyes 

‘ Pauline,’ he exclaimed, ‘ I——* 

He went no further, love sparkled m his ej es, and hi* 
emotion overflowed bis lace. 

‘ Oh, be loves me • be loves me cned Pauline 
Raphael felt himself unable to say one word , he bent 
his head The young girl took his hand at this, she 
pressed it as she said, half sobbing and half laughing — 

* Rich, nch, happy and rich 1 Your Ptufme is rmh 
But 1 1 Oh, I ought to be very poor ic^day 1 have saii 
times without number, that I would give all the wealth 
upon this earth for those words, ** He loves me •” O my 
Raphael I 1 have millions. You like luxury, you will be 
glad, but you must lore me and my heart besides, for 
there is so much love for you in my heart \ou don t 
know? My father has come back I am a wealthy 
heiress. Both he and my mother leave me completely 
free to decide my own fete. I am free— do you under- 
stand?’ 

Seized with a kind of frenzy, Raphael grasped Pauline i 
hands and kissed them eagerly and vehemently, with an 
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almost convulsive caress. Pauline drew her hands away, 
laid them on Raphael’s shoulders, and drew him towards 
her They understood one anatber^in tlut close 
embrace, in the unalloyed and sacred fervour of that one 
kiss without an afterthought — the first kiss by which 
two souls take possession of each other 

* Ah, I will not leave you any more,’ said Pauline, 
felling back m her chair do not know how I come 
to be so bold she added, blushing 

* Bold, my Pauline ? Do not fear it It is love, love 
true and deep and everlasting like my own, ts it not i * 

‘Speak*’ she Cried ‘Go on speaking, to long your 
lips have been dumb for me* 

* Then you have loved me all along I * 

‘Loved you? Man Dttul How often I have wept 
here, setting your room straight, and grieving for your 
poverty and my own I would have sdd myself to the 
evil one to spare you one vexaaon ! You are my Raphael 
to-day, really ray own Raphael, with that handsome bead 
of your*, and wur heart is mine too , yes, that above ^2, 
your heart—- O wealth inexhaustible * \Vell, where was 
1?* she went on after a pause * Ob yes I We have 
three, four, or five millions, I believe If I were poor, I 
should perhaps desire to b^r your name, to be acknow- 
ledged as your wife , but as it is, I would give up the 
whole world for you, I would be your servant stiU, now 
and always. Why, Raphael, if I give you my fortune, 
my heart, myself to-day, I do no more than I did that 
day when I put a cerain fivc-franc piece m the drawer 
there,’ and she painted to the cable. ‘ Oh, how your 
exultation hurt me then !’ 

‘ Ob, why are you rich f * Raphael cned , * why is 
there no vam^ in you ? I can do nothing for you ’ 

He wrung nis hands m despair and happiness and love 

* When you are the Marquise de Valentin, I know 
that the title and the fortune for thee, heavenly soul, will 
not be wonb— 
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* One hair of your head/ she cned 

‘ I have miUions too But what it wealth to either 
of us now } There is my life— ^h, that 1 can offer, 
tace It.’ 

* Your love, Raphael, your love is all the world to me. 
Are your thoughts of mcf 1 am the happiest or the 

‘ <Jan any one overhear us ? * asked Raphael. 

* Nobody,’ the replied, and a mischievouf gesture 
escaped her 

* Come, then • * cned Valentin, holding out his arms. 
She sprang upon bis knees and clasped her arms about 

his neck 

‘Kiss me!’ she cned, ‘after all the pain you hare 
^ven me , to blot out the memory of the grief that your 
joys have caused me , and for uie sake of the nights 
tut I spent in painting hand-screens ■’ 

* TTiose hand screens of yours I ’ 

‘Now that we are nch, my darling, I can tell you all 
about it. Poor boy I how easy it is to delude a clever 
man I Could you have had white waistcoats and clean 
shirts twice a week for three francs every month to the 
laundress ! ^Vhy, you used to dnnk twice as much 
milk as your money would have paid for I deceived 
you all round — over finng, oil, and even money O 
Raphael mine, don’t have me for your vnfi., I am fiir 
too cunning I’ she said bughing 
‘ But how did you manage!' 

‘ I used to wort till two o clock in the raomi ng , I gave 
my mother half the money made by my icrccns, and the 
other half went to you.’ 

They looked at one another for a moment, both 
bewildered by lore and gbdnest. 

‘ Some day we shall have to pay for this happiness by 
some terrible sorrow,' cned Raphael 

‘Perhaps you arc mamedM sad Pauline. ‘Oh, I 
will not give you up to *ay other woman ’ 
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‘lam free, my beloved.* 

‘Free*’ she repeated. ‘Free, and mine !* 

She slipped down upon her hnees^ clasped her hands, 
and looked at Raphael in an enthusiasm of devotion. 

‘lam afraid I shall go mad. How handsome you are f 
she went on, passing her fingers throi^h her lover’s fiur 
hair. ‘How stupid your ^unless ftedora Is I How 
pleased I was yesterday with the homage they all paid to 
me ! She has never been applauded. Dear, when I felt 
your arm against my back^ I beard a vague voice within 
me that cried, “He is there I" and I turned round and 
saw you. I fled, for I longed so to throw my arms about 
you before them all.* 

‘How happy you are — ^you can speak 1’ Raphael ex- 
claimed, ‘ My heart Is overwhelmed > I would weep, but 
1 cannot. Do not draw your hand away. I could stay 
here looking at you like this for the rest of my life, J 
think’, happy and content.* 

‘ O my love, say that once more I * 

*Ah, what are words!* answered Valentin, letting 
a hot tear fall on Pauline’s hands. ‘Some time I will 
try to tell you of my love j just now I can only feel it.* 
‘You,* she said, ‘with your lofty soul and your great 
geniu^ with that heart of yours that I know so well; 
are you really mine, as 1 am yours ! ’ 

*ror ever and ever, my sweet creature^’ said Raphael 
in an unceruin voice. ‘You shall be my wife, my pro- 
tecting angel. My grieft have alwa)'s been dispelled by 
your presence and my courage revived j that angelic 
smile now on your lips has punfied me, so to speak. A 
new life seems about to begm for me. The cruel past 
and my wretched follies are hardly more to me than evjl 
dreamt. At your tide 1 breathe an atmosphere of happi- 
ness, and 1 am pure. Be with me always,’ he added, 
pressing her solemnly to his beating heart. 

‘Death may come when it will,’ said Pauline in 
ecstasy j * I bare lived f * 

o 
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Happy he who shall divine thar joy, for he inust hate 
expcnenccd it. 

* 1 wish that no one might enter this dear garret again, 
iny Raphael,’ said Pauline, after two hours of silence 
*%Vc must have the door svalled up, put bars across 
the window, and huy the house,* the marquis answered 
*Yes, vie will,’ she said Then a moment lat-r she 
added ‘Our search for your manuscripts has been a 
little lost sight of,’ and they both laughed like childrw 
* Pshaw * I don t care a lot for the whole circle of the 
saences,’ Raphael answerei 
‘Ah, sir, and how about glo^ 

‘ I glory in you alone * 

*You used to be very miserable as you made these 
hide scratches and scrawls,* she said, turning the papers 
over 

‘My Pauline * 

*Oh yes, I am your Pauline — ^and what then?' 

‘Where are you living now?* 

‘In the Rue Saint Lazare. Ardjou?’ 

‘In the Rue d« Varenne ' 

‘What a long way apart we shall be until——* She 
stopped^ and looked at her lover with a mischievous and 
coquettish expression. ^ 

‘But at the most we need only be separated for a 
fortnight,' Raphael answered. l 

‘Really! we are to be mamed m a fortnight?’ and 
she jumped for joy like a child. \ 

‘ I am an unnatural daughter I * the went on. ‘ I give 
no more thought to my father or my mother, or to any- 
thing in the world Poor love, you don’t know that my 
father is very Ql? He returned from the Indies in 
very bad health He nearly died at Havre^ where we 
went to find him. Good heavens!' she cned, looking 
at her watch , ‘it is t^ee o’clock already I 1 bught to be 
back again when he wakes at four 1 am mistress of the 
house at home , my mother does everything that I vnsh. 
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and my father worships me , but I will not abuse their 
kindnesSf that would be wrong My poor father! He 
would have me go to the Italiens yesterday You will 
come to see him to-morrow» will you not ? ’ 

* Will Madame la Marquise dc Valentin honour me 
by taking my arm ? ’ 

*J am going to talc the key of this room away with 
me,’ she said * Isn’t our treasure-house a palace I ’ 

‘ One more kiss, Pauline * 

* A thousand, Mtn Ditut* she said, looking at Raphael 
‘^ViU If alwaj^ be like this? 1 feel as if J were 
dreaming ’ 

They went slowly down the stairs together, step for 
step, with arms closely linked, trembling both of them 
beneath their load of joy Each pressing close to the 
other’s side, like a pair of doves, thev reached the Place 
de la Sorbonne, where Pauline’s carnage was waiting 

* I want to go home with you,’ she said ‘ 1 Want to 
tee your own room and your study, and to sit at the table 
where you work It will be like old time^' she sai^ ' 
blushing 

She spoke to the servant *Josepb, before returning 
home I am going to the Rue dc Varenne It is a quarter- 
past three now, and I must be back again by four o’clock. 
George must burry the horses.* And so in a few moments 
the lovers came to Valentin’s abode. 

‘How glad I am to have seen all this for myself I’ 
Pauline cned, creasing the silken bed curtainsin Raphaels 
room between her fingers. * As I go to slcej^ I shall be 
here in thought I shall imagine jour dear head on the 
pillow there Raphael, tell me, did no one advise you 
about the furniture of your hotel f* 

‘ No one whatever ’ 

‘ Really ? It was not a woman who-—* 

‘Pauline * ’ 

‘ Ob, 1 know I am fearfully jealous You have 
taste. I will have a bed like yours tomorrow.’ 
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Quite beside bimsclfwitli hippine«i Raphael caught 
Psultne in his arms , 

‘Oh, mf father I ’ ihetDi! I ‘mjr falief—— - 

* I will lake you back to him,’ cne4 Valentin, lor 
vanl to be away from you as little as possible ’ 

‘How loYing you arel I did not venture to lugge* 
It——’ 

‘Are you not my Lfe?’ . 

It would be tedious to set down accuratelr tne 
charming prattle of the loven, hr tones and looks and 
cestures that cahnot be rendered alone gare U ttgnificancc 
Valentin went back with Pauline to ner own door, a^ 
returned with as much happiness in his heart as mortal 
man can know. 

When he was seated in his armchair beside the hm, 
thinking over the sudden and complete way in whieh hii 
wisbes had been fulfilled, a cold sbive) went ihrooch 
him, as if the blade of a dageer had been plunged into hiS 
breast—he thought of the Wild Ass’s Skin, and taw that 
It hid shrunk a Gttle, He uttered the most tremendous 
of French oaths, without any of the Jesuitical reservations 
made by the Abbess of Andouitlettee, leant his head 
against the back of the chair, and sat motionless, fixing 
bis unseeing eyes upon the bracket of the curtain pole. 

* Good God 1 ' he cncd t ‘every wish ! Every desire of 

nunc 1 Poor Pauline ! ’ 

He took a pair of eompascs and measured the extent 
of existence that the morning had cost him. 

‘I have scarcely enough for two months I* he said 
A cold sweat broke out over him , moved by an 
ungovernable spasm of rage, he seized the Wild Ass’s 
Skin, exclaiming— 

‘ I am a perfect fool I ’ 

He rushed out of the bouse and across the garden, and 
flung the blisman down a welL 

U latirtj cned he. ‘The dev3 take all this 

nonsense.’ 
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So R2phael gave himself up to the happiness of being 
beloved, and led tvith Pauline the life of heart and heart 
DifGcuIties which it would be somewhat tedious to 
dc'atnbe bad delayed their marnage, which was to take 
place early in March Each was sure of the other , 
their affection had been tried, and happiness had taught 
them how strong it was. Never has love made two 
souls, two rutures, so absolutely one The more they 
came to know of each other, the more they loved On 
e ihcr side there was the same hesitating delicacy, the 
same transports of joy such as angels know , there were 
no clouds in their heaven, the will of either was the 
other’s law 

Wealthy as they both were, they had not a capnee 
which they could not gratify, and for that reason had no 
caprices A refined taste, a feeling for beauty and poetry, 
was instinct m the soul of the bride, her lovers smile 
was more to her than all the pearls of Ormuz. She 
disdained feminine finery, a muslin dress and flowers 
formed her most elaborate toilette 

Pauline and Raphael shunned every one else, for 
solitude was abundantly beautiful to them The idlers 
at the Opera, or at the Italiens, saw this charming and 
unconventional pair evening after evening Some goss p 
went the round of the salont at first, but the harmless 
lovers were toon forgotten in the course of events which 
took place in Pans } thar numage was announced at 
length to excuse them m the eyes of the prudish } and as 
It happened, their servants did not babble j to their bliss 
did not draw down upon them any very severe pumsh* 
ment. 

One morning towards the end of February, at the time 
when the bnghtening days bnng a belief m the nearness 
of the joys of spring, Pauline and Raphael were break- 
fasting together m a small coiwcrratory, a kind of a 
drawing room filled with flowers, on a level with the 
garden. The mild rays of the pale winter sunhgh^ 
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breaking through the thicket of wotjc plants, warmed 
the air somewhat The Ttvid contrast made by the 
varieties of foliage, the colours of the masses of flowering 
shrubs, the freaks of light and shadow, gladdened the 
eyes AVhUe all the rest of Pans sull sought warmth 
from Its melancholy hearth, these two were laughing in 
a bower of camellias, lilacs, and blossoming heath Thar 
happy laces rose above lilies of the valley, narcusus 
blooms, and Bengal roses A mat of platted African 
grass, van^ted like a carpet, lay beneath their feet m 
this luxunous conservatory The vralls, covered with a 
green linen material, bore oo traces of damp The 
surfaces of the rustic wooden furniture shone with 
cleanliness A kitten, attracted by the odour of milk, 
had established itself upon the uble , it allowed Pauhne 
to bedabble it in coffee , she was playing merrily with ic, 
taking away the cream that she had just allowed the 
kitten to sniff a^ so as to exeruse lU potience, and keep 
up the contest. She burst out laughing at every antic, and 
W the comical remark* she constantly made, she hindered 
lupbael from pcfuim g th e paper , be had dropped u a 
dozen macs already This morning picture seemed to 
overflow with inexpressible gladness, bze everything that 
1$ natural and genume. 

Raphael, still pr«ending to read his paper, furuvely 
watched Pauluie with the cat — ^bis Pauline, in the dressing 
gown that hung carelessly about her , hts Pauline, Viih 
her hair loose on her shoulders, with a tiny, white, blue- 
vemed foot peeping out of a velvet slipper It was 
pleasant to see her in this n^l gent dress { she wzs 
delightful as some fanciful p cture by Wcstall } half-girL 
half woman, as she seemed to be, or perhaps more of a 
girl than a woman, there was no alloy m the happiness she 
enjoyed, and of love she knew as yet only its first ecstasy 
When Raphael, absorbed in happy mus ng, had forgot, 
ten the existence of the newspaper, Pauline flew upon 
It, crumpled it up into a ball, and threw it out uteo the 
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garden ; the kitten sprang after the rotating object, which 
spun round and round, as politics are wont to do. This 
diildish scene recalled Raphael to hintsclf He would 
have gone on reading, and felt for the sheet that he 
no longer possessed joyous laughter rang out like the 
song of a bird, one peal leading to another 

am quite jealous of the paper,’ she said, as she 
wiped away the tears that her childlike merriment had 
brought into her ej cs * Now, is it not a heinous ofTenc^’ 
she went on, as she became a woman all at once, ‘to 
read Russian proclamations in my presence, and to attend 
to the prosing of the Emperor Nicholas rather than to 
looks and b ords of Jove t * 

‘ I was not reading, my dear angel , 1 was looking at 
you* 

Just then the gravel walk outside the conservatory 
rang with the sound of the gardener’s heavily nailed 
boots 

* I beg your pardon, my Lord Marquis— and yours, too, 
madame— if I am intruoms-, but I have brought you a 
curiosity the like of which I never set eyes on Drawing 
a bucket of water just now, with due respec^ I got out 
this strange salt water plant Here it 1 $. It must be 
thoroughly used to water, anyhow, for it isn’t saturated 
or even damp at all It is as dry as a piece of wood, and 
has not swelled a bit. As my Lord Marquis certainly 
knows a great deal more about things than 1 do, 1 thought 
I ought to bnng it, and that it would interest him ’ 

Therewith the gardener showed Raphael the inexorable 

f iiece of skin , there were barely six square inches of it 
eft 

‘Thanks, Vanicre,’ Raphael said. ‘The thing is very 
curious.* 

‘\^'liat IS the matter with you, my angel j. you are 
growing quite white • ’ Pauline cned. 

* You can go, Vanierc.' 

* Your voice frightens me,* the girl went on , * it is so 
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strangely alwred. What is it? How are you j 

Where is the pam ^ You aic in pain • — ^Jonathan * ^ 

call a «3o«or I ’ she cned, _ 

‘ Hush, jny Pauline,’ Raphael answered, as he regal”*® 
composure * Let us get up and gcL Some flower h®™ 
has a scent that is too much for me. It is that Tcrbtf™* 
perhaps.’ 

Pauline flew upon the innocent plant, seized u by 
stalk, and flung it out into the garden , then with aU *he 
might of the lore between them, she clasped Raphael * 
close embrace, and with fanguithrng coquetry raised ber 
red lips to his tor a kiss. 

‘Dear angel,’ she cne<^ ‘when I saw you tun* *® 
white, 1 understood that 1 could not lire on without i 

your life u my life too. Lay your hand on my Wth, 
Raphael mine, I feel a chill like death. The feel'os 
of cold IS there yet. Your lips are burning Hm* “ 
your bind ?— Cold as tee,* she added. 

* Mad girl ! * eeelained Raphaet 
‘\Vhy that tear? Let me dnnk lu* 

* O «uline, Paulint, you bare tnft 6»r ton tauch. I’ 
‘There w something rey extraordinary going o'* •** 

your mind, Raphael I Do not dinimulite. 1 sl^l 
soon And oat your seem, Gire that to me,’ she went 
0*1, taking the Wild Ass s Skin. 

‘You arc my taecurionerl* the young man ctclaw®^ 
glinong in horror at the talisman 

‘How changed your ro*ee isj* cned Pau'me, at »he 
dropped the fatal symbol of destiny. 

‘ Da YOU lore me I ’ be asked. 

* Do 1 lore you? Is there any doubt ?’ 

‘Then, leare me { go away } * 

The poor child went. 

•Sor cried Raphael, when he era* a’one. ‘Id art 
enl jhtcred age, when we bare found out that diamonds 
we a crytalhsed form of durcoal, at a time when every- 
thing h nude clear, whea the police would hale a mw 
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Messiah before the magistrates, and submit his miracles 
to the Academic des Sciences — in an epoch when we no 
longer believe in anything but a notary's signature — that 
I, forsooth, should believe in a sort of Mine^ TtieL, 
Upharsm • No, by Heaven, I will not believe that the 
Supreme Being would take pleasure in torturing a harmless 
creature — Let us see the learned about it ' 

Between the Halle des Vins, with its extensive assem- 
bly of barrels, and the Salpctnere, that extensive semi- 
nary of drunkenness, lies a small pond, which Raphael 
soon reached All sorts of ducks of rare vancties were 
there disporting themselves , their coloured markings 
shone in the sun like the glass in cathedral windows. 
Every kind of duck in the world was represented, quack- 
ing, dabbling, and moving about— a kind of parliament of 
ducks assembled against its wilt, but luckily without 
either charter or political principles, living m complete 
immunity from sportsmen, under the eyes of any naturalist 
that chanced to see them. 

*That IS M Lavrin&* said one of the keepers to 
Raphael, who had asked for that high priest of zoology 

The marquis saw a short man buried m profound 
reflections, caused by the appearance of a pair of ducks. 
The man of science was middle aged , be bad a pleasant 
made pleasanter still by a kindly expression, but 
an absorption in saentific ideas engrossed his whole 
person His peruke was strangely turned up, by being 
constantly raised to scratch his head , so that a line of 
white hair was left plainly visibly a witness to an en- 
thusiasm for investigation, which, hke every other strong 
passion, so withdraws us from mundane considerations, 
that we lose ail consciousness of the 'I* within us. 
Raphael, the student and man of saence, looked respect- 
fully at the naturalist, who devoted his nights to enlarging 
the limits of human knowledge, and whose venr errors 
reflected glory upon Trance , out a ihe-corcomb would 
have laughc(4 no doub^ at the break m continuity 



218 The WU 4 As»’« Skm 

between the breeches itid stnped waistcoat worn the 
man of learning, the mtennl, moreorcr, was moaesily 
filled by a shirt which had been considerably crcaseil, for 
DC stooped and raised himself by turnsj as nil toological 
observations required. 

After the first interchange of cinhties, Raphael thought 
It necessary to pay M I.avrille * barul eempli/nent upon 
his ducks. 

‘ Oh, we arc well o*F for docks,’ the naturalist replied. 
*Thc genus, moreover, as you doubtless know, it the 
most probfic in the order of palmipeds. It begins 
with ^e iiwan and end* with the xjK-zm duck, com- 
pnsmg tn all one hundred and thiriy«scvcn very distinct 
varieties, each having its own name, habits, country, and 
character, and every one no more like another than a 
white man « like a negro. Really, sir, when we dine off 
a duck^ we have no notion fiar the most part of the vast 
extent—— * 

He interrupted himself as he saw a small pretty duck 
eome up to the surface of the pond 

'There you see the eravatted swan, a poor native fit 
Canada , he has come a very long way to show us his 
brown and grey plumage and his little black cravat t 
Ixwk, he is preening himself That one is the fiimous 
eider duck that provides the down, the eider-down under 
which our fine ladies sleep ) isn’t it pretty f \Vho would 
not admire the little pinkish white breast and the green 
beak i I have lust been a witness, sir,’ he went on, ' to a 
mamage that 1 had long despaired oF bnnging about , 
they have paired rather auspiciously, and 1 shall await 
the results very eagerly 'Tins will be a hundred and 
thirty^ighth species, I flatter myself, to which, perhaps, 
my name will be given That is the newly mated pair,’ be 
said, pointing out two of the ducks; ‘one of thetn is a 
laughing goose olhi/mts), and the other the great 

whistling duck, BufTon’s «i»<rr mj^na 1 have hes tated a 
long while between the whistling duck, the dude with 



The Agony ai9 

white eyebrows, and the shor^ler duck (anat clypeata). 
Stay, that is the shoveller — that fee, brownish black rascal, 
wi^ the greenish necic and that coquettish iridescence on 
It. But the whistling duck was a crested one, sir, and 
you Will understand that I deliberated no longer. We 
only lack the variegated black-capped duck now. These 
gentlemen here, unanimously claim that that variety 
of duck IS only a repetition of the curve-beaked tea^ 
but for my own pvt,* — and the gesture he made was 
worth seeing. It expressed at once the modesty and 
pnde of a nun of science ; the pride full of obstinacy, and 
the modesty well tempered with assurance. 

*I don’t think it is,’ he added. ‘You sec, my dear 
sir, that we are not amusing ourselves here. 1 am en- 
gaged at this moment upon a monograph on the genus 
duck. But 1 am at your disposal.* 

While they went towards a rather pleasant hcfuse in 
the Rue de BulFon, Raphael submitted the skin to ^L 
Lavnlle’s inspection. 

‘ I know the product,' said the man of science, when 
he had turned bis magnifying glass upon the talisman. 

‘ It used to be used for covering boxes. The shagreen is 
veiy old. Th^ prefer to use skate’s skin nowadays for 
making sheaths. This, as you are doubtless aware, u the 
hide of the raja t/phtn, a Red Sea fish.’ 

‘But this, sir, since you arc so exceedingly good—' * 
‘This,’ the man of saence intcmipjcd, as he resumed^ 

* this is quite another thing; between these two shagreens, 
sir, there is a difference Just as wide as between sea and 
land, or fish and flesh. The fish’s skin is harder, howeve-, 
than the skin of the land animaL This,’ be said, as be 
indicated the talisman, ‘is, as you doubtless know, one 
of the most curious of zoological products.’ 

‘But to proceed ■ ■’said KaphaeL 
‘This,* replied the man of science, as hc^flung himself 
down into hts armchair, ‘Is an ass’s skin, tir.’ 

‘ Yes, 1 know,’ said ^c young man. 
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irt^een the breeches and ttnped waistcoat worn by the 
man of learning , the interval, moreover, was toodesuy 
filled by a shm which had been cons'derablf creased, for 
r>e stooped and raised hirasd/ bf tarns, as his Mological 
observations reajuired. 

After the first interchange of avilioes, Raphael thought 
ft necessary to pay M LavrQle a banal compliment upon 
his ducts. , 

‘ Oh, we are well off for ducks,’ the naturalist repue^ 
‘The genus, moreover, as you doubtless know, fs the 
mo« prolific in the order of palmipeds. It begins 
svith ^e swan and ends with the sin**»»i duck, com- 
prising in all one hundred and thirty-seven very disnnct 
varieties, each having its own name, habits, country, and 
character, and every one no more like another than a 
white man is like a negro. Really, sir, when we dine off 
a duck, we have no notion for the most part of the vast 
extent——’ 

He interrupted himself as be ow a small pretty duck 
come up to the surfiee of the pond. 

‘There you see the cravatted swan, a poor native of 
Canada, he has come a very long way to show us bis 
brown and grey plumage and his little black cravat* 
iMst, he IS preening biaudf That one is the fiunous 
eider duck that provides the down, the eider-down under 
which our fine ladies sleep , isn’t »t pretty I Who would 
not admire the little pinkish white breast and the green 
beak ? I have just been a snuicjs, sir,’ he went on, ‘to a 
marnage that 1 had long despaired of bringing about , 
they have paired rather auspiciously, and 1 sbml await 
the results very eagerly 'ITus will be a hundred and 
thirty-eighth species, I flatter myself to which, perhaps, 
my name will be given That is the newly mated pair,’ he 
said, pointing out two of (he ducks; ‘one of them is a 
laughing goose (^er atti/rmt), and the other the great 
whistling duck, Bufiem’s ovo* ruffxne I have hes tated a 
long while between the whutlmg duck, the duck with 
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white eyebrows, and the shoveller duck {anas thftataS 
Stay, that istheshoveller^that At, brownish black rascal, 
with the greenish neck and that coquettish iridescence on 
It. But the whistling duck was a crested one, sir, and 
you will undencand that I deliberated no longer We 
only lack the vanegated black-opped duck now These 
gentlemen here, unanimously claim that that vanety 
of duck IS only a repetition of the curve beaked teal, 
but for my own part,' — and the gesture be made was 
worth seeing It expressed at once the modesty and 
pnde of a man of science } the pride full of obstinacy, and 
the modesty well tempered with assurance. 

*I don’t think it 1$,’ he added ‘You see, my dear 
Sir, that we are not amusing ourselves here I am en- 
raged at this moment upon a monograph on the genus 
duck But I am at your disposal * 

While they went towards a rather pleasant house m 
the Rue de BuSbn, Raphael submitted the skin to 
Lavrille's inspection 

know the product’ said the man of science when 
be had turned his magnifying glass upon the talisman 
’ It used to be used for covering boxes. The shagreen is 
very old They prefer to use skate’s skin nowadays for 
making sheaths This, as you are doubtless aware, is the 
hide of the raja stphtn, a Red Sea fish ’ 

‘But this, sir, since you arc $0 exceedingly good * 

‘This,’ the man of science interrupted, as he resumed, 

* this IS quite another thing , between these two shagreens, 
sir, there is a difference just as wide as between sea and 
land, or fish and flesh The fish’s skin is harder, however, 
than the skin of the land axunuL This,* he said, as he 
indicated the talisman, ‘1$, as you doubtless know, one 
of the most cunous of zoological products * 

‘But to proceed ’ said Raphael 

‘This,’ replied the man of science, as he flung hinuelf 
down into his armchair, *is an as^sskin, sir* 

‘ 'k cs, 1 know,' said the young man. 
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K vMy rare varietr of «* » found In Persti^ the 
raliJt continued, ‘the onager of ihe anaents, /fuut 
B/, the ifulan of the Tamrs| Pallas went out there 
bserve it, and has made »t kfiown to science, for as a 
ter of het the animal for a long tune was believed to 
mythical It i* mentioned, as you know, m Holv 
ipture , Moses forbade that It should be coupled with 
own species, and the onagens yet more fimous for the 
istituttons of which it was the object, and which are 
cn mentioned by the prophets of the Bible. Pallas, as 
u know doubtless, states m his jfet Pitrip tome ii , 
St these bizarre excesses are still devoutly believed m 
long the Persians and the Nogais as a sovereign remedy 
r lumbago and sciatic gout. We poor Parisians scarcely 
lievc that. The Museum bas no example of the 

a magnificent amnull' he eonltnucd ‘It is 
ill of mjstei^ , Its ey« are provided with a sort of bur- 
ubed covering, to which the Orientals attribute the 
lowers of fascination} it has a glosuer and finer coat 
hart our handsomest horses possess, striped with more or 
ess tawny bands, very much like the zebra » hide There 
s something pliant and silky about its hair, which is sleek 
to the touen Its powers of sight vie in precision and 
accuracy with those of man , it is rather larger than our 
largest aomestic donkeys, and is possessed of extiaordinaiy 
courage If it is turpnsed by any chance, it deftnos 
Itself against the most dangerous wild beasts with remark- 
able success , the rapidity of its movements can only be 
compared with the ft ght of birds , an onager, sir, would 
run the best Arab or Pert an horses to death According 
to the father of the conscientious Doctor Niebuhr, whose 
recent loss we are deploring, as you doubtless know, the 
ordinary average pace of one of these wonderful creatures 
would be seven thousand geometric feet per hour Our 
own degenerate race of donkm can gwe no idea of the 
ass m hts pride and Indepenaence. He » active and 
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spinted in his demeanour , he is cunning and sagacious , 
there i$ grace about the outhnes o/his bead , every move- 
ment IS full of attractive charm In the East he is the 
king of beasts. Turkish and Persian superstition even 
credits him with a mysterious ongin , and when stones of 
the prowess attributed to him arc told in Thibet or in 
Tartary, the speakers mmgle Solomon’s name with that 
of this noble animal, A tame onager^ in short, is worth 
an enormous amount , it is well nigh impossible to catch 
them among the mountains, where they leap like roe 
bucks, and seem as if they could Ry like birds. Our 
myth of the winged horsey our Pegasus, had its origin 
doubtless in these counuies, where the shepherds could 
see the onager springing from one rock to another In 
Persia they breed asses for the saddle, a cross between a 
tamed orager and a she ass, and they paint them red, 
following immemorial tradition Perhaps it waa this 
, custom that gave nsc to our own proverb, “ Surly as a red 
donkey” At some period when natural history was 
much neglected m Trance, I think a traveller must have 
brought over one of these strange beasts that endures 
servitude with such impatience Hence the adage. The 
skin that you have laid before me is tbe skin of an onager 
Opinions d fFer as to the origin of the name Some claim 
that Chain is a Turkish word, others insist that Chagn 
must be the name of the place where thu animal product 
underwent the chemical process of preparation so clearly 
described by Pallas, to wh ch the peculiar gram ng that 
K'e admire is due, Afartellens has wnccen to mesaymg 

that Chcagrt is a river * 

*I thank you, s r, for the infcnmation that you have 
given me j it would furnish an adm rable footnote for 
some Dom ^met or other, if such erudite hermits yet 
exist ; but I have bad the honour of pointing out to you 
that this scrap was in the Rrst instance ijui teaslarM as that 
map,’ sa d Raphael, indicating an open atlas to Lavnllc j 
‘ but It has shrunk vuibly in three months* ame— — ’ 
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* Quite so,* said the man of science. ‘I undentanA 
The remains of any auhsunce primarily organic are 
naturally subject to a process of decay, it is quite easy 
to understand, and its progress depends upon atnxo 
spherical conditions. Even metals contract and expand 
appreciably, for engineers have remarlced somewhat con- 
siderable interstices between great blocks of stone originally 
clamped together with iron bars. The field of science js 
koundIes& but human life is very short, so that we do not 
claim to be acquainted with alt the phenomena of nature.’ 

* Pardon the question that I am about to ask you, sir,’ 
Raphael began, half embarrassed, * but arc you quite sure 
that this piece of skin it subject to the ordinary laws of 
ecology, and that it can be stretched ? ' 

*Cerulnly- — oh, bother ’ muttered M. Layrille, 
trying to stretch the talisman. * But if you, sir, will go 
to see Planchctte,’ he added,* the celebrated professor of 
mechanics, he will certunly discover tome method of 
aetine upon this skin, of softening and expanding it.’ 

* Ah, «r, you arc the preserver of my life,' and Raphael 
took leave of the learned naturalist and hurried off* to 
Planchette, leaving the worthy LavrilJe in his study, all 
among the bottles and dried plants that filled it up. 

Quite unconsciously Raphael brought away with him 
from this visit, all of science ihat man can grasp^ a termin- 
ology to wit. Lavrille, the worthy man, vras very much 
like Sancho Fanaa giving to Don Quixote the history of 
the goats } he was enteruining himself by making out a 
list of animals and ticking them oEi Even now that 
hit life was nearing its end, he was scarcely acquainted 
with a mere fraction of the countless numbers of the 
great tribes that God lus scattered, for some unknown 
enA throughout the ocean of worlds. 

Raphael was well pleased. *1 shall keep my ati 
well in hanA’ cried he. Sterne had said before his day, 

* Let us take care of our an, if we wish to live to old 
age.' But it is such a fantastic briite I 
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Planchctte was a tall, thin man, a poet of a surety, lost 
in one continual thought, and alu'avs emploved m gazing 
into the bottomless abyss of Motion Commonplace 
minds accuse these lofty mtcUccts of madness , they form 
a misinterpreted race apart that lives in a wonderful cares* 
lesmess of luxuries or other people’s notions. They will 
spend whole days at a stretch, smoking a cigar that has 
gone out, and enter a drawuig>room with the buttons on 
their garments not m every case formally wedded to the 
button-boles. Some day or other, after a long time spent 
m measuring space, or m accumubtmg Xs under Aa-Gg, 
they succeed m analysing some natum law, and resolve 
It into Its elemental principles, and all on a suddeti the 
crowd gapes at a new machine, or it is a handcart 
perhaps that overwhelms us with astonishment by the apt 
timpliaty of its construction The modest man of science 
smiles at his admirers, and remarks, * What is that inven'* 

, tton of mine i Nothing whatever Man cannot create a 
force , he can but direct it , and science consists in learn- 

The mechanician was standing bolt upright, planted on 
both feet, like some victim dropped straight from the 
gibbet, when Raphael broke in upon him He was 
intently watching an agate ball that rolled over a sun- 
dial, and awaited its iinal settlement. The worthy man had 
received neither pension nor decoration , be had not known 
how to make the right use of his abihty for calculation 
He vras happy in his life spent on the watch for a dis- 
covery , he had no thought either of repuotion, of the 
outer world, nor even of himself and led tie lifo 0/ 
science for the sake of science 

* It IS inexplicable,’ he exclaimed ‘ Ah, your sen-ant, 
sir,’ he went on, hecoming avnre of RapbadV exisicoce 
‘How IS jour mother I You must go and see mj 
wife ’ 

‘ And I also could have lived thu^’ thought Raphael^ as 
he recalled the learned man from his meditations by 
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molecule} for unless we conform eccurately to Um Uw, 
we shall have breaches m eoniinuuy. The mooes oi 
motion, sir, are infinite, and no limit exists to com* 
binations of movement. Upon what effect have yo** 
determined?’ 

* I want any kind of pressure that is strong enough to 
expand the skin indefinitely,* began Raphael, quite out or 
patience. , 

‘Substance is finite,' the mathematician put in, ‘and 
therefore will not admit of indefinite expansion, but 
pressure will necessarily inaease the extent of surface at 
the expense of the thickness, which will be diminished until 
the point IS reached when ie material gives out- — 

‘ Bring a^ut that result, sir,* Raphael cried, * and you 
will have earned milLons.* 

‘Then I should rob you of your money,' replied the 
other, phlegmatic as a Dutchman. ‘ I am going to show 
you, in t word or two, that a machine can be made 
that IS fit to crush Providence itself in pieces libe » 8/ 
It would reduce a man to the condition of a piece of 
wastepaperi a man — boots and spurs, bat and cravat, 
trinkets and gold, and al l - ■ * 

‘ What a foarful machine I* 

‘Instead of flinging their brau into the water, the 
Chinese ought to o^e them useful m this way,' the man 
of science went on, without reflecting on the regard 
man has for his pri^eny 

Quite absorbed by his idea, Flanchette took an empty 
flower pot, with a hole in the bottom, and put it on the 
surface of the dial, then he went to look for a little clay m 
a corner of the garden Raphael stood spellbound, like a 
child to whom his nurse js telling some wonderful storf 
Flanchette put the clay down upon the slab, drew a 
pruning knife from his pocket, cut two branches from an 
elder tree, and began to dear them of pith by blowing 
through them, as if Raphael had not been present. 

‘There are the rudiments of the apparatus* he said. 
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Then he connected one of the wooden pipes with the 
bottom of the flower-pot by a eJay joint, in such a way 
that the mouth of the elder stem was just under the hole 
of the flower-pot j you might base compared it to a big 
tobacco-pipc He spread a bed of clay over the surface 
of the slab, in a shovel-shaped nuss, set down the flower- 
pot at the Wider end of it, and laid the pipe of elder 
stem along the portion whi^ represented the handle of 
the sboveJ. Neart he put a Itunp of clay at the end of 
the elder stem and therein planted the other pipe, in an 
upright position, forming a second elbow which connected 
It with the flrst horizontal pipe msuch a manner that the 
air, or any given fluid in circulation, couM flow through 
this improvised piece of mechanism from the mouth of 
the vertical tube, along the intermediate passages, and so 
into the large empty flower-pot 

‘This apparatus, sir,' he said to Raphael, with all the 
gravity of an academician pronouncing his initiatory dis- 
course ‘is one of the great Pascal’s grandest claims upon 
our admiration’ 

* I don’t understand ’ 

The man of saence smiled He went up to a fruit- 
tree and took down a little phial in which the druggist 
had sent him some liquid for catching ants, he broke off 
the bottom and made a funnel of the top, carefully fltting 
It to the mouth of the vertical hollowed stem that he had 
set in the clay, and at the opposite end to the great 
reservoir, represented by the flower pot Next, by means 
of a watering po^ he poured m suflicient water to nse to 
the same level in the large vessd and in the tiny arcular 
funnel at the end of the elder stem 

Raphael Was thinking of bis piece of skin 
‘VVater is considered to-day, sir, to be an incompress- 
ible body,* said the mechanicun, ‘never lose sight of 
that fundamental principle, suU it can be compressed, 
though only so very slightly that we should regard its 
ficulcy for contracttng as a *ero You see the amount 
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of jurhce prewnted by tbe water at the bno of tht 
Sower pot ? ’ 

<Ye$, tir* . 

* Very good, nowiuppOK that that turface is a 

times larger tlun the orifice of the elder stem ‘through 
which 1 poured the lie^uid. Here, I an tak ng the 
funnel away * 

* Granted ’ 

*Well, then, if by any method whatever I Increase th* 
volume of that quantity of water by pounng m yet mere 
through the mouth of the little tube ( the water thus 
compelled to Bow downwards would nse m the reservoir, 
represented by the flawcNpot, until tt reached the same 
level at either end.' 

‘That IS quite clear,* cned Raphael 
*But there is this diFerencc,* the other went on 
‘Suppose that the thm column of vrater poured into the 
little vertical tube there exerts a force equal, ny, to * 
pound weight, for msance, its action will be punctually 
communicated to the great body of the bquid,and will be 
transmitted to every part of tbe sux&ce represented by 
the water in the Sower pot, so that at the surface there 
wSl be a thousand columns of mter, every one pressing 
upwards as if they were impelled by a force equal to that 
which compels the liquid to descend m the vertical tube ; 
ana of necessi^ they reproduce here,' said Planchcfte;, 
indicating to Raphael tbe top of tbe flower pot, ‘the 
force mtwuced over there, a thousand fold,’ and the man 
of science pointed out to tbe blanju s tbe upngbt wooden 
pipe set m tbe clay 

‘That IS quite simple^'taid RaphacL 
Planchette smiled again 

* In other words,* he went on, with the matbematiaan a 
natural stubborn propensi^ Car logic, ' m order to resist 
tbe force of tbe tnconung water, it would be necessary to 
exert, upon every part of tbe laxge surflice. a force equal 
to that brought into action In the vertical column, but 
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with th!s differcnce—if the column of liquid is a foot m 
height, the thousand little columns of the wide surface 
wilt only have a very slight elevating power, 

‘ Now,* said Planchette, as he gave a fillip to hi$ bits of 
iticfc, ‘let us replace this fiinny little apparatus by steel 
tubes of suitable strength and dimensions , and if you cover 
the liquid surface of the reservoir with a strong sliding plate 
of metal, and if to this metal plate you oppose another, solid 
enough andstrong enough to resistanr test, ifffurthcrmorc^ 
j-ou give me the power of continually adding water to the 
volume of liquid contents by means of the little vertical 
tube, the object fixed between the two solid metal plates 
must of necessity yield to the tremendous crushing force 
v-iuch indefinitely compresses it The method of con- 
tinually pouring in water through a little tube, like the 
manner of communicating force through the veluzne of 
the liquid to a metal plate, u an absurdly primitive 
mechanical device A brace of pistons and a few valves 
would do tc all Do you perceive, my dear sir,* he uid, 
tiLtn^ Valentin by the arm, ‘there it scarcely a substance 
m ex»tence chat would not be tompeUed to dilate when 
fixed m between these two indefinitely resisting surfaces 1 ’ 

‘ What 1 the author of the L*tlrts prwincialtt invented 
It?* Raphael exclaimed 

* He and no other, sir The science of mechanics 
knows no simpler nor more beautiful contrivance The 
opposite principle, the capaaty of expansion possessed 
by water, has brought the steam-engine into being 
But water wnll only expand op to a certain point, while 
Its incompressibiliiy, being a force in a manner negative, 

11 , of necessity, infinite,' 

‘If this skin IS expanded,’ said Raphael, *I promise you 
to erect a colossal statue to Blatse Pascal j to found 
a prize of a hundred thousand francs to be offered 
every ten sears for the solution of the grandest problem 
of metiianical saence efiected during the mterval , to find 
dowries for all your cousins and second cousins, andi^ 
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‘If you were to ^*ve seven rapid turns to that crank,* 
said Spieghalter, pointing out a beam of polished stce^ 
‘you would make a steel bar spurt out in thousands of 
jets, that would get into your legs like needles.* 

‘ The deuce ! ’ exclaimed Raphael. 

Planchette himself slipped the piece of skin between 
the metal plates of the all-powtrfid press j and, brimful 
of the certainty of a scientific conviction, he worked the 
crank energetically, 

‘ Lie flat, all of you ; we are dead men I * thundered 
Spiegfaalter, as he himself fell prone on the floor. 

A hideous shrieking sound rang through the workshops. 
The water m the machine had ^ten the chamber, and 
now spouted out in a Jet of incalculable force j luckily it 
went in the direction of an old furnace, which was over- 
thrown, knocked to pieces, and twisted like a house that 
has been enveloped and carried away by a waters^ut. 

‘Hal* remarked Flanebette seren^, ‘the piece of 
skin is as safe and sound as my eye. There was a flaw 
in your reservoir somewher<^ or a crevice in the large 
tube-'- " — * 

‘ No, no i 1 know my reservoir. The devil is in your 
contrivance, sir j you can take it away,’ and the German 
pounced upon a smith’s hammer, flung the skin down on 
an anYi4 stnd, with all the streng^ that rage gives, dealt 
the talisman the most formidable blow Uiat had ever 
resounded through bis worksbopsi, 

‘There is not so much asa markon it I ’said Planchette, 
stroking the perverse bit of skin. 

The workmen hurried in. The foreman took the 
skin and buried it in the giowing coal of a forge, while, 
in a semicircle round the fire, they all awaited the action 
of a huge pair of bellows. Raphael, Spieghalter, and 
Professor Planchette stood in the midst of the grimy 
expectant crowd. Raphael, looking round on faces 
dusted over with iron filings, white eyes, greasy blackened 
clothing, and hairy chests, could have fimaed 
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transported into tie wild nocturnal world of Geriain 
balUd poetry After the skin had been m the fire for 
ten imnutesj the foreman pulled u out with a pair of 
pincers 

* Hand It over to me,’ said Raphael 

The foreman held it out by way of a jol» The 
marquis readily handled it} it wat cool and flexible 
between his fingers An exclamation of alarm went up , 
the workmen fled m terror Valentin was left alone 
with Pknehette in the empty workshop 

* There is ccrtamly something infert^ in the thing'* 
cried Raphael, in desperanon. *ls no human power able 
to give me one day more of existence f * 

*1 made a misrake, sir,* said the mathematician, with 
a penitent express on , * we ought to have subjected that 
peeuliar skin to the action of a tolling machine. Where 
could my eyes have been when I suggested compression 1 ' 

* It was t that asked for t^* Raphael answered 

The outhematicun heaved a sigh of relief, like a 
eulpnt acquitted by a dozen jurors. Still, the strange 
problem aflorded by the sktn interested him , he meditated 
a moment, and then remarked — • 

*This unknown matenal ought to be treated chemi- 
cally by re>4gencs Let us call on Japhet — perhaps the 
chemist may have better luck than the mechanic.’ 

Valentin urged his horse into a rapid trot, hoping to 
find the chemist, the celebrated JapKet, m his bboratory. 

‘Well, old fnend,* Plancbette b^an, seeing Japhet 
in his armchair, exatsumng a precipitate, ‘how goes 
chemistry?' 

‘Gone to sleep. Kothmg oewataU. TheAcadfmie, 
however, has recognised the existence of salicine, but 
salicme, asparagine, vauquehne, and digitaline are not 
rea’ly ditcovenes ' ’ 

‘Since you cannot invent substances,’ said Raphael, ‘you 
are obliged to fall tack on invennng names.’ 

‘h'lost emphatically true^ young sun.' 



The Agoft^ * 3J3 

‘Here,* said PJanchette, addressing the chemist, ‘try 
to analyse this composition, if you can extract any 
clement whatever from it, I christen it diaholmt before- 
hand, for we have just smashed a hydraulic press in 
trying to compress it * 

‘ Let 's see ! let *s have a loofc at it f * cned the delighted 
chemist, ‘it may, perhaps, be a fresh element ' 

‘It IS simply a piece of the skin of an ass, sir,* said 
Raphael. 

* Sir I ’ said the illustrious chemist sternly ^ 

‘ I am not jokmg,’ the marquis answered, laying the 
piece of skin before him. 

Baron Japhet applied the nervous fibres of his tongue 
to the skin , he had skill m thus detecting salts, acids, 
alkalis, and gases. After several experiment^ he re- 
marked— 

‘No taste whatever I Come, we will give it a little 
fluonc acid to drink.' 

Subjected to the influence of this ready solvent of 
animal tissue, the skin underwent no change whatsoever. 

‘It IS not shagreen at all!' the chemist cried ‘We 
will treat this unknown mystery as a mineral, and try 
its mettle by dropping it in a crucible where 1 have at 
this moment some red potash * 

Japhet went out, ana returned almost immediatd^. 

‘Allow me to cut away a bit of this strange substanc^ 
sir,' he said to Raphael , ‘it is so extraordmary- ’ 

‘ A bit I ' exclaimed I^phael , ‘ not so much as a hairV 
breadth You may try, though,* be added, half banter- 
ingly, half sadly 

The chemist broke a razor in his desire to cut the 
skm , he tried to break it by a powerful electric shock j 
next he submitted it to influence of a galvanic 
battery j but all the thunderbolts his laence wotted of 
frll harmless on the dreadful tahttnza 

It was seven o'clock m the evening Planchette, 
Japhet, and Raphael, unaware of the flight of time, were 
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awsiung the outcome of » final expctimcnt The Wild 
Ass’s Skin emerged tnumphant from a formidafale en- 
counter in which It had been engaged with a considerable 
quantity of chloride of nitrogen 

*It IS all over with me,* Raphael wafled *It is the 

finger of God ! I shall me 1 ' and he left the two 

amazed saennfic men. 

‘We must be very careful not to tali about this affair 
at the Academic , our colleagues there would laugh at 
us,' Plancfactte remarked to the chemist, after a long 
puse, in which they looked at each other without danng 
to communicate their thoughts The learned pi^ 
looked like two Christians who had issued from their 
tombs to find no God in the heavens. Science had been 
powerless, acids, so much clear water , red potash had 
been ducredited , Oie galvanic battery and dectne shock 
had been a couple of ^ythines. 

‘A hydraulic press broken like a biscuit I * commented 
PUnchette 

*I believe m the devil,* said the Baron Japhet, after a 
moments silence. 

‘And I in God,’ replied Plaocbette. 

Each spoke in character The univene for a me- 
chanician is a machine that requires an oprator} for 
chemistry— that fiendish employment of decomposing 
all things — the world is a gas endowed with the power 

of movement 

‘We cannot deny the ftcf,* the chemist replied 

‘ Pshaw I shose gentlemen the doctnnaires have in- 
vented a nebulous aphorism for our consolation— Stupid 
as a fact ’ 

‘Your aphorism,' said the chemist, ‘seems to me as 
a fact very stupid ' 

They began to laugh, and went off to dine like folk 
for whom a miracle is nothing more than a phenomenon 

Valentm reached his owft house shivering with rage 
and consumed with anger He had no more faith in 
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anything. Conflicting thoughts thiftetl and surged to 
and fro in his brain, as is the case with every man 
brought face to &ce with an inconceivable fact. He 
had readily believed in some hidden flaw in Spieghalter’s 
apparatus ; he had not been surprised by the incom- 
petence and failure of science and of fire; but the 
flexibility of the skin as he handled it, taken with its 
stubbornness when all the meant of destruction that 
man possesses had been hfoug&c to hear upon it m vain-- 
these things terrified him. The incontrovertible fact 
made him dizzy. 

‘I am mad,’ he mutfered. ‘I have had no food 
since the morning, and yet I am neither hungry nor 
thirsty, and there is a nre in my breast that burns 
me.’ 

He put back the skin m the frame where it had been 
enclosed but lately, drew a line In red ink about the 
actual configuntion of the talisman, and seated himself in 
bis armchair. 

‘Eight o’clock already!* be exclaimed. ‘To-day has 
gone like a dream.' 

He leaned his elbow on the arm of the chair, propped 
bis head with his left hand, and so remained, lost in secret 
dark reflections and consuming thoughts that men con- 
demned to die hear away with them. 

*0 Pauline!’ he cried. ‘Poor cbildl there are gulfs 
that love can never traverse, despite the strength of his 
wings.’ 

just then he very distinctly heard a smothered sigh, 
and knew by one of the most tender privileges of pa». 
slonate love that it was Pauline's breathing. 

‘That is my death Warrant,’ be said to fiimie/f ‘If 
she were tber^ 1 should wish to die in her arms.* 

A burst of gleeful and hearty laughter made him turn 
his face towards the bed s be ow Pauline’s bee through 
the transparent curutns, smiluig like a child fur gladness 
over a successful piece of nuschief. Her pretty * 
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sleeping in happiness, her long lashes were tightly prcsseiJ 
agamst her cheeks, as if to secure her eyes fronx too strong 
a light, or to aid an effort of her soul to recollect and to 
hold fast a bliss that had been perfect but fleeting ffer 
liny pink and white ear, fnmcd by a Jock of her hair and 
outlined bya wrapping of Mechlin lace, would have made 
an artist, a painter, an old man, wildly m love, and would 
perhaps have restored a madman to his senses. 

Is It not an ineffable bliss to behold the woman that you 
love, sleeping, smiling m a peaceful dream beneath jmur 
protection, loving you even in dreams, even at the point 
where the individual Kerns to cease to exist, offenng to 
you yet the mute lips that speak to you in slumber of 
the latest kiss 1 Is it not indescnbable happiness to Ke 
a trusting woman, half^lad, but wrapped round in her 
love as bv a cloak— modesty tn the midst of dishevelmcnt— 
to we admiringly her scattered clothing, the silken stocks 
mg hastily put off to please you last evening, the unclasped 
girdle that implies a boundless iiuih in you. A whole 
romance lies there in that girdle , the woman that it used 
to protect exists no longer, the it yourv the has become 
ym } henceforward any betrayal of her is a blow dealt at 
yourwlf 

In this softened mood Raphael’s eyes wandered over 
the room, now filled with memories and love, and 
where the very daylight seemed to take delightful hues. 
Then he turned bw gaze at last upon the outlines of the 
wonun’s form, upon youth and purity, and love that even 
now had no thought that was not for him alone, above all 
things, and longed to live for ever As his eyes fell upon 
Pauline, her own opened at once as if a ray of sunlight 
bad I gbted on ibem. 

‘ Good morning,’ she said, smiling * How handsome 
you are, bad nunT’ 

The grace of love and youth, of silence and dawn, 
shone m their fices, making a divine picture, with the 
fleeting spell over n aQ that belongs only to the earliest 
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days of passion, just as simplicity and articssness are the 
peculiar possession of childhood. Alas I love’s springtide 
joys, like our own youthful laughter, must even take 
dight, and live for us no longer save m memory, either 
for our despair, or to shed some soothing fragrance over 
us, according to the bent of our inmost thoughts. 

‘What made me wake youl* said Raphael * It was 
so great a pleasure to watch you sleeping that it brought 
tears to my eyes.’ 

‘And to mine, too,* she answered ‘I cned m the 
n ght while I watched you slcepmg, but not with happi 
ness, Raphael, dear, pray listen to me Your breathing 
IS laboured while you sleepy and something rattles in your 
chest that frightens me You have a mtle dry cough 
when you are asleep, exactly like my father’s, who 1 $ 
dymg of phthisis, in those sounds from your lungs I 
recognised some of the peculiar symptoms of that com 
plaint Then you are fevensh , J Imow you ar^ your 
hand was moist and burnin g ■ Darling, you are young,’ 
she added with a shudder, ‘and you coula stfU get over 
It if unfortunately—— But, no,’ she cned cheerfully, 
‘there IS no “unfortunately,” the disease is contagioi^ 
so the doctors say ’ 

She dung both arms about Raphael, drawing m h s 
breath through one of those kisses m which the soul 
reaches its end 

‘ 1 do not wish to live to old age,’ she said ‘ Z^et us 
both die young, and go to heaven while Bowers fill our 
bands.’ 

‘We always make such designs as those when we are 
well and strong,’ Raphael repbec^ burying his hands in 
Pauline’s hair But even then a homble ni of coughing 
came on, one of those deep ominous coughs that seem to 
come from the depths of the comb, a cough that leaves 
the sufferer ghastly pale, trembling, and perspiring ; with 
achmg sides and quivcnng nerves, with a feeling of 
weariness pervading the very marrow of the spine, and 
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unspcikable languor in every Ycin Raphael tlowly laid 
himsetf down, pale, exhausted, snd overcome, Lke a in*n 
who has ipent all the strength in him over one final 
effort Pauline’i eyes, grown large with terror, were 
fixed upon him , the lay quite motionless, pale, and 
tilcnt- 

♦ Let us commit no more ^ollies, my angel,* she latd, 
trying not to let Raphael sec the dreadful forebodings that 
disturbed her She covered her fa-e with her hands, 
for she saw Death before her — the hideous sfcelctori 
Raphael’s face had grown as pale and livid as any tltuU 
unearthed from a churchyard to assist the studies of some 
scientific man Pauline remembered the exclamation that 
had escaped from Valentin the previous evening, and to 
benelf she said— ■ 

*Yes, there are gulfs that lose can never crow, and 
therein love must bury Itself * 

On a March momine, tome days after this wretched 
scene, Raphael found himself seated m an armchair, 
placed in the window m the full light of day Feur 
ooctors stood round him, each in turn trying his pulse, 
feeling him over, and questioning him with apparent 
interest The invalid sought to guess their thoughts, 
putting a construction on every movement they made, 
and on the slightest contractions of their brows His 
last hope lay m this consultation This court of appeal 
was about to pronounce its decuion — life or death 

Valenunhadiummoned the oracles of modern medicine, 
so that he might have the last word of science Thanks 

to his wealvb and title, there stood before him three 
embodied theories, human knowledge fluctuated round the 
three points Three of the doctors brought among them 
complete arcle of medical philosophy i they repre- 
ihe paints of conflict round which the battle raged, 
between Spiritualism, Analysis, and goodness knows what 
la the way of mocking eclecticism 

The fourth doctor wai a man of 
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lacRce with a future before him, the most duttnguished 
man of the new school m medicine, a discreet and un- 
assuming representative of a studious generation that is 
preparing to receive the tnhentance of fifty years of ex- 
pcnence treasured up by the £cole de Pans, a generation 
that perhaps will erect the monument for the building of 
wh ch the centuries behind us have collected the difierent 
materials As a personal fnend of the marquis and of 
Rastignac, he had been in attendance on the former for 
some days past, and was helping him to answer the 
inqutnes of the three professors, occasionally insisting 
somewhat upon those symptoms which, in his opinion, 
pointed to pulmonary disease. 

<You have been living at a great pace, leading a 
dissipated life, no doubt, and you have devoted yourself 
largely to intellectual work}' queried one of the three 
celebrated authorities, addressing Raphael He was a 
square-headed man, with a large frame and energetic 
organisation, which teemed to mark him out as superior 
to his two nvals 

* 1 made up my muid to kill myself with debauchery, 
after spending three years over an extensive w’orfc, with 
which perhaps you may some day occupy younehes,' 
Kaphael replied 

The great doctor shook his head, and 10 displayed his 
satisfaction * 1 was sure of it,* he seemed to say to him- 
self He was the illustrious Dnsset, the successor of 
Cahanis and Bichat, head of the Organic School, a 
doctor popular with believers in material and positive 
science, who see in man a complete individual, subject 
solely to the laws of his own particular oreanisation t 
and who consider that his normal condition ana abnormal 
states of disease can both be traced to obvious causes 

Alter this reply, Bnsset looked, without speaking, at a 
mid«l!c-«iaed pmon, whose darkly flushed countenance 
and glowmg eyes seemed to belong to tome antique 
satyr t and who, leaning hts back againit the corner of 
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the embrasure, was itudjrmg Raphael, without saying 
a word Doctor Cameratus, a min of creeds and 
enthusiasms, the head of the ‘Vitahsts,’ a romantic 
campion of the esoteric doctrines of Van Hclmont, 
discerned a lof^ informing pnnciple in human life, a 
myitcrious and meaplicable phenomenon which moclu at 
the scalpel, deceives the surgeon, eludes the drugs of the 
pharmacopmia, the formulx of algebra, the demonstra- 
tions of anatomy, and dendes all our efforts , a sort ot 
invisible, intangible Same, which, obeying some divinely 
appointed law, will often linger on m a body in our 
opinion d-YOted to death, while it takes flight from an 
organisaQon well fitted for prolonged caistence. 

A bitter smile hovered upon the lips of the third 
doctor, Maugrcdie, a man of acknowledged ability, but a 
Pyrrhonist and a scoffer, with the scalpel for hii one article 
of faith He would consider, as a concession to Bnsset, 
that a man who, as a matter of fact, was perfectly well 
was dead, and recognise with Camenstus that a man 
might be Uving on uiet hts apparent demise He found 
sometbmg sensible in every theory, and embraced none 
of them, clauniog that the test of all systems of med^ne 
was to ^ve none at all, and to suck to the facts This 
Panurge of the CLnical Schools, the king of observers, 
the great invest gator, great sceptic, the man of desperate 
eapedients, was scrutirwng the Wild Ass's Skiru 

‘ I should very much hke to be a witness of the coma- 
dence of its retrenchment with your wish,’ he said to the 
marquis. 

‘ VVherc is the use I’ cned Bnsset 
‘ Where is the use ?’ echoed Camenstus 
* Ah, you are both of thesame mmd,’ replied Maugrcdie. 
*The contraction is perfectly simple,' Bnsset went on. 
‘It IS supernatural,' remarked Camenstus 
‘In short,* Maugrcdie made answer, with affected 
solemnity, and hanmnz the piece of skin to Raphael as 
he spok^ ‘ the shnv^ing facultr of the skm u * »ct 
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inexplicable, and yet quite natural, which, ever since the 
world began, has been the de$pa r of medicine and of 
pretty women * 

All Valentin’s observation could discover no trace of a 
feeling for bis troubles in any of the three doctors The 
three received every answer in silence, scanned him un 
concernedly, and interrogated him unsympathetically 
Politeness did not conceal their indilTerence , whether 
deliberation or ce tainty was the cause, their woris at any 
rate came so seldom and so languidly, that at times 
Raphael thought that their attention was wandenng 
From t me to time Brisset, the sole speaker, remarked, 

* Good f just so 1’ as B anchon pointed out the existence 
of each desperate symptom Cameristus seemed to be 
deep in meditation , Maugredie looked like a comic 
author, studying two queer characters with a view to 
reproduang them faithfully upon the stage There was 
deep, unconcealed distress, and grave compassion m 
Horace Bianehon’s /ace He had been a doctor for too 
short a time to be untouched by suffering and unmoved 
by a deathbed } he had not learned to keep back the 
sympathetic tean that obscure a man’s clear vision and 
prevent him from seizing, like the genera! of an army, 
upon the auspiaous moment for vitnory, m utter dis 
regard of the groans of dying men 

After spending about an hour over taking In some 
■sort the measure of the patient and the compla nt, much 
4s a tailor measures a young man for a coat when he 
■orders his wedding outAt, the sutfaonuei uttered sereral 
•commonplaces, and even talked of poliucs Then ihty 
deaded to go into RaphaeFs study to exchange their 
ideas and frame their vemict. 

* May 1 not be present during the discussion, gentle- 
jnen ?’ Valentm had asked them, but Bnsset and 
Maugredie protested against this, and, in spite of their 
■pauent’i entreaues, dc^oed altogether to deliberate la 
his presence ^ 
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Riphxel gave way before their custom, thinking that 
he could slip into a passage adjoining, whence he could 
easily overhear the medical conference in which the three 
professors were about to engage. 

‘Permit me, gentlemen,’ said Bnsset, as they entered, 
‘to give you my own opinion at once. I neither wiih 
to force It upon you nor to have it discussed. In the 
Erst place, it is unbiassed, concise, and based on an 
exact similarity that exisu between one of my own 
patients and the subject that we have been called in to 
examine , and, moreover, I am expected at my hospitaL 
The importance of the case that demands my presence 
there will excuse me for tpeakmg the first word. The 
subject with which we are concerned has been exhausted 
m an equal degree by intellectual Uboun — what did be 
set about, Horace ? ’ he asked of the young doctor 

‘A “TTieory of the WiU."* 

*The devil! but that’s a big subject. He is 6*' 
hauited, I lay, by too much brain-work, by irregular 
courses, and by the repeated use of too powerful stiinu- 
luts. Violent exertion of body and mind has demoralised 
the whole system. It is easy, gentlemen, to rccognutr 
in the symptoms of the face and body generally intense 
imubon of the stomach, an aSection of tne great 
sympathetic nerve, acute sensibility of the epigastric 
region, and contraction of the nght and left hypo- 
chondriac. You have noticed, too, the large size and 
prominence of the liver. M. Bianchon has, besides,, 
constantly watched the patient, and he tells us that 
digestion is troublesome and difficult. Strictly speakings 
if left, and so the man has oisappcared- 

Ihe brain is atrophied because the nun digests no> 
“inger. The progressive deterioration wrought m the 
^'S^tric region, the seas of vitality, hat viuited the- 
Whole system. Thence, hr continuous fevered vibraaons. 
Use disorder has reached the brain by means of the 
nervous plexus, hence she excessive imtatton in that 
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organ There is monomania. The patient 1$ burdened 
with a fixed idea. That piece of skin «a!I/ contracts, 
to his way of thinking, very likely it always ha* been 
as we have seen it , but whether it contracts or no, that 
thing I* for him just like the By that some Grand Vizier 
or other had on his nose. If you put leeches at once 
on the epigastrium, and reduce the irritation in that 
part, which is the very seat of man's hfc, and if you diet 
the patient, the monomania wiU leave him I will say 
no more to Dr. Bianchon, he should he able to grasp 
the whole treatment as well as the details. There may 
be, perhaps, some complication of the disease — the 
bron^ial tubes, possibly, maybe also inR»med, but, I 
beliese, that treatment for the intestinal organs is very 
much more important and necessary, and more urgently 
required than for the lungs Persistent study of abstract 
matters, and certain violent passions, have induced senous 
disorders in that vital mechanism However, we are in 
time to set these conditions ngbt Nothing is too 
senously affected You wiU easily get your friend round 
again,' he remarked to Bianchon. 

*Ouf learned colleague is taking the effect for the 
cause,’ Camenstus replied ‘Yes, the changes that he 
has observed so keenly certainly exist in the patient ; but 
It IS not the stomach tha^ by degrees, has sec up nervous 
action in the sy$tenif 2nd so affected the brain, like a hole 
m a window pane spreading cracks round about it. It 
took a blow of some kind to make a hole in the wmdov^ j 
who gave the blow ? Do we know that f Has c we 
invest^ated the patient's case lu&aently? Are we 
acquainted with all the events of his life i 

‘The vital principle gentlemen,* he continued, ‘the 
Archeus of Van Hwmont, is affected m his case — the 
very essence and centre of hfc is attacked. The divine 
spark, the transitory inteUigence which holds the organism 
together, which is the source of the will, the inspiration 
cflife, has ceased to regulate the daily phenomena of the 
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mechintim *nd the function* of tttry erg»n t 
»fi$e all ihc comflicationi whtth my Icarnw *®^**?’" 
Im to thoroughly tpprtcuted The cpipittnc 
doci net «frect the Vrain, but the bnm incct» the ^'5*** 
tnc rcfion No,’ he went on, tigoroudy I'ippiflS ' 
chett, ‘no, I am not a itomach In the form of » 

No, cwything doe* rot le there. ! io 

that ! hate the eoungc to uy that If the 

region it In good order, eretything cite il »n * hhe con* 

dition 

‘We cannot trace,* be went on more mltilly, **® 
ohytical caute the tertout d t'urbinct* that fupenrene 
Inihit or that lubject which hat been dingeroutly 
nor tubmit them to a uniform treatment No tme man 
» 1 ke another We hare each occuhar oryant, diPe«ntJy 
aEceted, direrwly noumhed, adapted to perform difTerent 
funetioni, and to induce * condition necttiary to the 
aecompljihment of an order of thing* which I* ^knowr 
tout. The tuhhme wiH hat to wtou^l that a little portion 
of the great All H Kt within ut to tutiam the phcnomctia 
of living! In every man h formulatn luelf diitiflctly, 
making each, to all appeararce, a separate SndiTtdiw, yet 
in one point co-existent with the inBnite cause So we 
ought to make a separate study of each subject, discover 
all about ic^ find out in what Its life consists, and wherwn 
lU power 1 ct. h rom the softness of a wet sponge to the 
hardness of pum ce-ttone there are Infinite fine degr^ 
of difTerenct Man u just like that. Between the 
sponge-Lke organisauont of the lymphatic and the 
vigorous iron muscles of such men as are destined for * 
long life, what a margin f<w errora for the single infiexibic 
STstetn of a lowering treatment to commit t a system 
that reduces the capacities of the human frame, which 

K alwap conclude have been over-exated. Let uS 
for the origin of the disease in the mental and not 
in the physical vuceta A doctor is an inspired being, 
endowed by God with a special gift— the power 'o read 
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the iccrets of vitality j just as 

the eyes that foresee the future, the poet h>s <» 

evoking nature, and the musiaan the power o ^ g 
sounds m an harmonious order that is possi y * py 

"^'STh7.v°"lS;,,s.e™cf»cd^ 

monarchical, and pious,’ muttered Bns«t j,«»r 9 rt 

‘CmkmV M.UErH.e broker. >>“ ''7. 
ittcntion from BnsseA commtot, ‘ don t let us lose ajM 

°';wKr,"'L good of sccncul' 

< Hero .s my tucovey hsltrog t«»"" » ‘""P 

and a rosary of leeches, between > Maueredie 

and Prince Hohenlohcs pra}^ that divides^ facts 

suspending bis judgment on ” “and jt is 

from words, mind from matter f, * Oirjmara 

not” IS alOTVS on my track , it » the 

of Rabelais for evermore my disw c j> 4 

“ j"«?h5. Vaknnn “lid ^ p,od. I 

liThu ps.;u„. sulfurs •, hfhr.io 

am quite of that opinion, > , , ^ 

hundred thousand * > whether his epigastric 

JcIorbTStdil/brm.. orjo 
mi, on, wu «w‘ 

But to resume. There is n p fe 

ill, »ne sort of t^imen ^ ^ counteract 

theones alone, and P^* , *.,pn „ w the existence 

the ntrvous arrd I,, h.m to dnnk the 

of which we all agiee j intcmi at once 

»pc« 

‘“Spw’lbripVwi >=““5^ “ 
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hij irmchair The four doctors Tcry soon eimc out of 
the study { Honce was the spokesman. . 

‘These gentlemen, he told him, ‘have unanimoasly 
agreed that leeches must be applied to the stomach at 
once, and that both physical and moral treatment are 
imperatively needed In the first place, a carefully pre- 
senbed rule of diet, so as to soothe the internal imtation 
— here Bnsset signified hit approval; ‘and in the 
second, a hygienic regimen, to set your general condition 
nght. We all, therefore, recommend you to go to take 
the waters at Aix in Savoy , or, if you like it better, 
at hlont Dore m Auvergne ; the air and the situation are 
both pleasanter in Savoy than m the Cantal, but you will 
consult your own taste.’ 

Here it was Camenstus who nodded assent 
‘These gentlemen,' Bianchon continued, ‘having 
recognised a slight affection of the respiratory organs 
are agreed as to the utility of the previous course of 
treatment that 1 have prescribed They think that 
there will be no di^cuky about restoring you to healih, 
and that everything depends upon a wise and alternate 
employment of these various means And——’ , 

‘And that is the cause of the milk m the cocoa nu*, 
said Raphael, svuh a smile, as be led Horace into h» 
•tudy to pay the fees far this useless consultation 

‘Their conclusions are logical,' the young doctor 
wlicd ‘ Camenstus feels, Bnsset eitammes, Maugred e 
Mubts Has not man a soul, a body, and an intelligence f 
One of these three elemental constituents always m* 
fluences us more or less strongly, there will always be 
me personal element in human taence Believe me, 
Mphael, we effect no cures, we only assist them 
Another system— the use of mild remedies while Nature 
exem her powers — ^lies between the extremes of theory 
V Camenstus, but one ought to have known 

t e patient for tome ten years or so to obtain a good 
result on these hnes Negation lies at the back of all 



The Agony 


049 


medicine, as m every other saence. So 
live wholesomely , try a tnp to Savoy , the bes 
It, and always will be, to trust to Nature 
It wa a month liter, on i fine summer hie '""'"Sr 
that severil people, who were talmg the 
returned from the promenade and met - hv a 

iilons of the Club Riphiel t'™'”"* 
window for a long time Hii ^ck wai ur ? 
gathering, and he himself was deep in t o 
musings in which thoughts arise m . y, 

awa), shaping themselves indistinctly, P . 
hke thin, IlrrLt colourless clouds. Melancho y .* *w«t 
to m then, and delight •* shai^owy. . 

asleep vllent.n gavu h.mself up to 
tions, he was steeping himself i 
twilight, enioying the pure air and had iran- 

hills in It, fiappy m that he felt iteTJIr 

(jmlliscd hii^eatenmg Wild A»» Sb t g 

cooler as the red glow of the lunset »oc 
mountain peaks , he shut the win o wmdowi, 

« WiU you be so kind as not to close the windows, 
said an old lady j * we arc being the 

The peculiarly sharp and H f^u on 

phrase was uttered 8”*'^ fey some man m 

them like an ind icreet re^rk let 

whose friendship j aelfiibnMi and destroys 

reveaU unsuspected depths of «Jnin 

lome nleasing .njcrutable eapresnon of a 

^ofeMhoold W,.o..W . 

he came, curtly bade hfm 

‘Open that window expressed on all faces at 

Gtest surpmo , 

the words The ^ mralid, as 

each other, and s^o«, iFence. Raphael, 

iS^hsd'urrs'^l’"" 
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hn armchair. The four doctor* terjr »oon came iwtof 
the ttudf { Horace wat the tpolnman. . 

‘These gentlemen, he toJd him, *ha»e unanimously 
agreed that leeches must be applied to the stomach at 
once, and that both physical and moral treatment a-e 
imperatively needed. In the first pUce, a carefully pre- 
senbed rule of diet, so as to soothe the Internal irnution 
—here Bniset signified h«s approval | * and In the 
second, a hygienic regimen, to act your general condition 
right. We all, there'^orc, recommend you to go to lake 
the svateri at Aix vn Savoy i or, If you like st better, 
at Mont Dore m Auvergne j the air and the aituation are 
both pleasanter in Savoy than m the Cantal, but you will 
consult your own taste.* 

Here it was Cameritius who nodded assent. 

‘These gemlemenJ Bianchon continued, ‘having 
recognised a slight affeciion of the respiratory ocn*‘‘H 
are agreed as to the utility of the previous course *• 
treatment that I have prescribed. TTiey think that 
there will be no difficulty a^ut restoring )ou to health, 
and that everything depends upon a wise and alternate 
employment of these variout means. And—’ , 

‘ And that is the cause of the milk m the cocoa-nut, 
said Raphael, with a ttpile. as he led Horace Into his 
study to pay the fees for this useless consultation. 

‘Their conclusions arc logical,* the young doctor 
replied, ‘Camfruius feels, Bruset examines, Maugredie 
doubts Has not man a aoul, a body, and an intelligence ( 
One of these three element^ constituents always in* 
fluenccs us more or less strongly; there wiU always be 
B element in human taenee. Believe me, 

Raphael, we effect no cures; we only assist them. 
Another system — the use of mild remedies while Nature 
powers— .lies between the extremes of theory 
of Brisset and Camenstus, but one ought to have known 
toe patient for some ten years or so to obtain a good 
result on these lines. Negation Les at the back of all 
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medicine, as in every other laence. So 
live wholesomely , try a tnp to Savoy ; ^ 

It, and always will he, to trust to Nature .ycnine. 
It was a month later, on a fine summer 
that several people, who were ukmg the ^ 
returned from the promenade and met tog 
lalon, of the Club Raphad *r*o7the 

window for a long time Hu back mvo^untary 

gathering, and he himself was deep m 
musings in which thoughts passing over us 

away, shaping themselves is sweet 

like thin, ilmist colourless clouds ^e Jo ^ .rhalf 
to us then, and delight is *bad°^. f'fe of sensa- 
aslcep, Valentin gate jbc warm, *oft 

tions, he was steeping *},- gcent of the 

twilight, enjoying the pure air ^ 
hills in It, happy m am? Skinat last. Itgrew 

said an old lady } ‘ we are ' ,o„cs m 

The peculiarly sharp and fell on 

phrase was uttered grated o P . man m 

ihetn like an indiscreet remark let s^^P / ^hidh 

whose fnendsbip we f selfishness and destroys 

reveaU unsuspected of The m^- 

some pleasing ,nUu»ble expression of a 

oui, gLced,w.th tb/ XSd a servant, and, when 

diplomatist, at the old lady, c« 
he came, curtly bade 

* Open that window , expressed on all faces at 
Gr«t began to whisKf to 

the words Tjie ^ yppn the invalid, 

each *ven some senous offence. 
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» bashfulntti of h» early youth, felt i momentary con- 
fusion ; then he thooh ofF hit torpor, exerted hi* facultiei, 
and ashed himself the meaning of this ttrange scene 
A tudden and rapid impulse quickened hit brim j the 
past weeks appeared before him m a clear and definite 
vision i the reasons for the feelings he inspired in others 
stood out for him m relief like the veins of some corpse 
which a naturalist, by tome cunningly contnved injection, 
has colouied so as to show their least ramifications 

He d seemed himself in this fleeting picture; be 
followed out his own life in it, thought by thought, day 
after day He saw himself, not without astonishment, an 
absent gloomy figure in the midst of these lively folk, 
always musing over his own fate, always absorbed by an 
own sufTenngs, seemingly impatient of the most harmless 
chat He saw how he had shunned the ephemeral 
intimaeies that travellers are ao ready to establish— no 
doubt because they feel sure of never meeting each 
other again— and how he bad taken little heed of those 
about him He uw himself like the rocks without, 
unmoved by the caresses or the stormy surging! of the 
waves 

Then, by a g ft of ins ght seldom accorded, he read 
the thoughts of all those about him. The 1 ght of a 
candle revealed the sardonic profile and yellow cranium 
of an old nun , he remembered now that he had won 
from him, and had never proposed that the other should 
have his revenge ; a httle further on he taw a pretty 
woman, whose hvely advances he had met with frigid 
coolness ; there was not a face there that did not 
reproach him with some wrong done, inexplicably to all 
appearance, but the real ofience In every case lav sn 
tome mortification, some invisible hurt dealt to self love 
He had unintentionally jarred on all the small luscepu- 
bilities of the orcle round about him 

His guests on various occasions, and those to whom 
he had lent his hones, had taken offence at his lusninous 
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wjyi j their ungricionsness had been * kind, 

he hid iparcd them fiirther humiliati Jn^n upo^ 
and they had considered that he 
them, and had accused him of v- fathomed 

He could read their inmost though polish and 

their natures m this way. foaety with i» 


mem, ano Had accusea nim “o v. fathomco 
He could read their inmost though polish and 

their natures m this way. Society with^w 
▼amish grew loathsome to him . . his reserve 
hated for his wealth and superior * haughti- 

baflled the inquisitive > hts humihty s guessed the 

ness to these petty superficial t*^***^^ . u-j committed 
secret unpardonable crime whi limits of the 

against them, he had overstep? j their 

junsdiction of their mediocrity j-tpepse with the’r 
inquisitorial tyranny , he cou P ^ instmcuvc^ 
•oJ,«r. .ndVll of *em, theiofor^ « 
combined to make him fed .obimtunc him 

revenge upon this '""P''"' "Sebmg him that '“S' 

to a iSnd Jf ostracism, and so toacm g 
their turn could do wi<hoo‘ h“” , „ „ ,b„ ar^et « 
Pity came over him, ’,sd at the though 

mankind, but very *L' ,, „. 1 L and 

of the power that came th". ^\be ™re 

him th^e veil -f S/^rdtst^. «» "“S^rucS- 
hidden away «11 at once over » ,.ir,nthe 

ph.“rom?hpof'»o£.^‘;;;j^^^^^^^ 

5m;rratS ht » 

'^eSreraSained a^ ted oa.ute too 

perhaps because be 

tirnt IS contagmui 

‘ Hts coinpl**"* 
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•The preiident of the Club ought to forbid hirt to 
enter the tjlon ’ . 

* It i* contrary to til tole* and regulations to cough to 
that way!’ 

‘When t man is as tU at that, he ought not to come 

to take the water* * 

‘ He will dnvc me away from the place * 

Raphael rose and walked about the rooms to screen 
himself from their unanimous execrations He thought 
to find a shelter, and went up to a young lady who sat 
doing nothing, irunded to address some pretty ipe«nes 
to her i but as he came towards her, she turned her back 
upon him, and pretended to be watching the danc^ 
Rapha*l feared lest he might have made use of the •*“** 
man already that evening j and feeling that he had neither 
the wish nor the courage to break into the conversation, 
he left the salon and took refuge in the biUiard room 
No one there greeted lum, nobody spoke to him, no wt* 
sent so much as a friendly glance m his dirtcoon His 
tom of mind, naturally mediutive, had diieovered instine- 
tively the general grounds and reasons for the aversion 
he inspired This little world was obeying, uncon* 
iCMusly perhaps, the sovereign law which rules over 
polite society; its inexorable nature was becoming ap- 
parent in Its entirety to Raphael’i eyes A glance into 
the past showed it to him, as a type completely realised 
m Feedora 

He would no more meet with lympathy here for his 
bodily ills than he had received u at her hands for the 
distress m his heart. The ^hionable world expels every 
suffenng creature from lU midst, just as the body of a 
man in robust health rejects any germ of disease The 
world holds suffering and misfortune in abhorrence, tt 
dreads them like the plague , « never hesitates between 
vice and trouble, for vice u a luxury 111 fortune inav 
poMess a majesty of its own, but society can belittle it 
and make it ridiculous by an epigram Society draws 
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cancatures, and Jn thii way fling* m 
tng* the affront* which it fancie* »t > -.fcuj, n 
them j society, like the Roman 7 °“*^ ** and m< 

shows mercy to the fallen gladiator t m ,JLv\* ' 


: from 
.j, never 

^cvVo .he Wl»n 8W'»««> “““''iTr Th« 

are lU vital necessities. ^Dcath to msti- 

» the oath taken by this kind of ^‘1“ j- jjjg world , 
luted m their midst by all the f .Ug „ch,and its 
everywhere it makes for the i.j, has turned to 

motto IS deeply graven m hcarw ,t,c prejudices, 

stone, or that htve been r^d in That 

Assemble a collection of scho^lf'^y nMniaiu« which 
Will eive VQU a soactr »» miniature, ^ 


Assemble a collection of 9ch°*|‘'^7 imniaiure which 
1 give you a soacty m n”"*^**!"* „ „ frank and 

represents life more find poor isolated 

JtUc, .nd m It you gtn'rtl tt"""*'”” 

beings, relegated to some ijbce ^ pf iheir wcak- 

hetween pity and the Evangel promises 

ness and suffering To ***”!,„ the scale of organ«®<^ 
heaven hereafter. Go lower ye r^jicws in the 
creauon If some bird * ,t with their l«»hS 

yard sickens, the otheo fall ^ ^hole wot|^ “J 
pluck out It* fcathen, kill .* J ^ ns 

accordance with its that’ has the hard.- 

seventy to bear upon trouble its joys- 

hood to spoil Its festivities, helpless or poor 

Any sS-crer ‘n mmd or solitude, 

man, Is a pariah He ‘lad wmtcre«7 

if he crosses the ^“"^^'^"%o!d m other o?'"* 
where i he Will find freeamg i„.w indeed « he if he 

does not receive an gu,. Let the dying beep M 

would be r^sit lonely by »s firesid^ 

their bed of and burn m your attic^ 

Portionless maifs, " of any kind, it i* to tn^n “ 

If the world tolerate* ti/ make some use of it, 

to account “* °'^Jt*aStm*“» mouth, nde it about, 
saddle and bndle it, P 
and get some fun out of** 
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Cfotchetj ipinster*, Uiict* csmpaniont, put i cheer^^ 
face upon it, endure the humours of your so-called 
fsctrcss, carry her lapdogs for her ( you have *n Engl*® 
poodle for your nral, and you must seek to underst**® 
the moods of your patroness, and amuse her, and— kf®P 
silence about yoursclres As for you, unblushing paras**®? 
uncrowned bng of unlivened servants, leave your i’“ 
character at home, let your digestion keep pace W**® 
your host’s, laugh when he Iiught, mingle your tears w^* 
his, and find his epigrams amusing , if you want toreli®^® 
your mind about him, svait tiD he is ruined. That is *®® 
svay the world shows jti respect for the unfortunate i ** 
persecutes them, or slirs them , it depnses them of tP®** 
manhood, or humbles them in the dust. 

Such thoughts as these welled up in Raphael's 
with the luddenneis of poetic inspiration. He loo‘®® 
around him, and felt the influence of the forbidd'*? 
gloom that society breathes out in order to nd itself of 
unfortunate , it nipped his soul more cfTeetusUy than *®® 
east wind grips the body m December. He locked hit a*®* 
over hti chest, set his eack against the wall, and fell ^®*® 
a deep melancholy. He mused upon the meagre 
ness that this depressing way of living can give. \v “** 
did It amount to i Amusement with no pleasure i(* **• 
gaiety without gladness, joyless festmty, fevered dr^*”* 
empty of all dcUehi, firewood or ashes on the htf^® 
wi^out a spark of flame in them. When he raiscil 
head, he found himself alone, all the billiard player* 
gone. 

* I have only to let them know my power to j 
them worship my coughing fill,’ he said to himself? 
vrrapped himself against the world in the cloak of 
contempt. 

Next day the rendent doctor came to call upon 
and took an anxious interest m h» health. Raphael fell 
a thnll of joy at the fnendlr words addressed to 
The doctor's face, to fits thinking, wore an exprC***®® 
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that Wat kind and pleaiatn, the ^^g°cnt of hit 
teemed redolent of philanthropy , QuAer like 

coat, the loote foldt of hit «»““"> X7„»der thAen 

thoei, everything about him doOT^^^^t^ P__ 

from his queue and dusted m ,_-,.oi,c nature, and 
ttooping ihouldert, ,he telftacrifice of 

Spoke of Christian charity an patients, had 

a'^an.who. out of sheer *XVh,st ii5 me me so 
compelled himself to learn to p y -r them 
well that he never lost ^ long talk with 

« My Lord Marquis,’ said h^ alter b 

Raphael, ‘ I can dltpel T" “5f“eS>ugh by Alt time to 
I know your constituuon ^fhose great ab lines 

assure you that the doctoo t pf your complaint 

I know, are misuken as v my Lord Marquis, 
You can live as long as „e as sound as a 

acadents only excepted .w «euld put an ostrich 

blacksmith’s bellows, 7®“*’ ,n hving *t * ^'2^ * *' 
to Ae bluth , hut if y»? P^i” "a prolpt interment in 
tude, you are '““"'"sA' ™rf,, my Lo'J 
consecrated soil A tew wwi , 

make my meaning clear to yo that mans 

‘Chemittry,- he ‘eun.but.ion, and the 

breathing n » according tu the abundance 

mtentlty of IB element ttored up by Ac 

or tcaraty of Ac P*t'®F " In your cate, the phlogittic 
otgaultm ofeaA f .t‘„„Lt . if you will permit 

or mflammatory element itah^^^ .npnrJueut uaygen, 

me to pul It “'1'?“ i^Bammitury temperament^of a 
pottetiingat voudoth' m^ .uoug emotion. While 
man detuned to exp ttimulalct life m men 

you breathe Ae k“">P“" „e accelerating an ex. 

h lymphatic "P"" 

penditure of vitality heavier atmosphere 

wnditions of ^ Yes, the vital air for a man 
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of Germany, at Toplitz or BaJen-Baden If England ti 
not obnoxious to you, its misty climate would reduce 
your ftver , but the situation of our baths, a thousand 
feet above^e level of the Mediterranean, is dangerous 
tor you That is my opinion at least,’ he said, with a 
eprecatory gesture, * and I give it m opposition to our 
interests, for, if you act upon it, we shall unfortunately 
lose you ’ ’ 

But for these closing words of his, the affable doctor’s 
good -nature would have completely won 
^ -j Ij*** he was too profoundly observant not 

understand the meaning of the tone, the look and 
* 1 * that mild sarcasm, not to sec 

dnnV, V ‘ont on thi? errand, no 

loQkin’f*^^ ® J 'Ojoicng patients The flond- 

S.® JJV*’ wo«nen, nomad English 

S^B^anef^ «* who bad given their husbands the 

V**" ^^hel^ lovers-one and 
creature f ® !i * wretched, feeble 

»«emed unable to hold out 
th^challeoi^ «n«wed persecution ! Raphael accepted 

the^oc^r so grieved at losing me,’ said he to 

J ^ endeavour to avaif myself of your 

wiihm If .V It ’if *1 snos^ow, and the atmosphere 
The d^A ^Snlated by yoi instructions ’ ^ 
about Raohael the Mrcasiic smile that lurked 

the Bourget lies seven hundred feet above 

peaks of the hilf*"* hollow among the jagged 

*I«tkle, there, the bfuest <frop%f 
Tooth the I of the Cat’s 

Thu lovely he.t « “’" 

oveiy Sheet of water u about twenty-ieven miles 
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round, and m .ome places .. nearly five hundred feet 
'‘Xder the cloudless sky, rn your 

the peat X vape outlL of the hill, on 

oiri m your ears, only tne vag elittcnne snows 

the honaon before you . you f ' isse, of 

of the French Maurienne, y y,,rf or in low 
granite clad in the velvet of green '"'f " f, 

shrubs, now by pleasant i , fertile lands on 

always’ a wilderness on the compose 

the other, and bu'b ‘.armonie. and dissonance 
a scene for you where wery onlooker at a 

vast, and you „,,on of the mountains 

great banquet The config j and illusions 
inngs about J hundred feet m height 

of perspective , a jpofc a, narrow as 

lookatobe a „„l^one svbere the eon- 

meadow paths The lakeis j There one 

fidences of heart and Nowhere on earth 

can love, there one can tn . j^.^jfn’ihe water, the 

wiU you find a closer understanding ^ 

iky, the mountains, and tn . 

there for all the sorrow thst grows less 

secrets of sorrow to love, it gives a 

beneath its j' ciiening pisslon and purifying 

grave and meditative cast, ^ 5 ereal. But beyond 

ft A kiss there t«ome, somethmg^gr« ^ 
all other things it is the u waves , it is a 

by lending to them »he b“« of j Onj- here, 

mirror in which could Raphael 

with this lovely here he could remain 

endure the burden Uid of h.s own 

as a languid dreamer, wi doctor’s vwt, 

He went out upon jhe pleasant slope 


He went out upon *V® „ the pleasant slope 

and was landed at a to / 1* „ uniatcd The 

where the village of it. comprue. 

view from this premoototT, as one 
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the heights of Bugey with the Rhone flowing at then 
foot, and the end of the lake , but Raphael liked to look 
at the opposite shore from thence, at the melancholy 
looking Abbey of Haute Combe, the burying place of 
the Sardinian kings, who lie prostrate there before the hills, 
like pilgrims come at last to their journey’s end The 
silence of the landscape was broken by the even rhythm 
of the strokes of the oar , it seemed to find a voice for 
the place, m monotonous cadences like the chanting of 
monks The marquis was surprised to find visitors to 
this usually lonely part of the lake , and as he mused, he 
watched tne people seated in the boat, and recognised in 
the stern the elderly lady who had spoken so harshly to 
him the evening before 

No one took any notice of Raphael as the boat passed, 
except the elderly lady's companion, a poor old maid of 
noble family, who bowed to him, and whom it seemed 
to him that he saw for the first time A few seconds 
later he had already formtten the visitors, who had 
rapidly disappeared behind the promontory, when he 
heard the fluttennf of a dress and the sound of light 
footsteps not far from him He turned about and saw 
the companion, and, guessing from her embarrassed 
manner that she wished to speak with him, he walked 
towards her 

She was somewhere about thirty six years of age, 
thm and tall, reserved and prim, and, like all old maids, 
seemed puzzled to know which way to look, an expres- 
sion no longer m keeping with her measured, springless, 
and hesitating steps She was both young and old at the 
j * certain dignity m her carnage, 

showed the high value which she set upon her charms 
and perfections In addition, her movements were all 
demure and discreet, like those of women who arc 
accustomed to take great care of themselves, no doubt 
Mcausc they desire not to be cheated of love, their 
destined end 



The Agony 


059 


‘Your life ii m dinger, nr, do not come to^c CM 
igain I ’ she said, stepping back a pace or 
fephael, as if her repuation had been already compro- 

°"‘But, mademoiselle,' said Raphael ‘S 

eaplain yourself more clearly, since you hai e coiidesccnde 

“‘AhTThl answered, ‘unless I had h'd » 

motive, 1 should never have run the risk of off'"”' “j 
coumcls, for if she ever came to know that I 

”“2ud’'whr^oold tell her, mademoiselle!’ cried 

'*”‘'tiuc,’ the old mild answered She 

quaking like an owl out in the sunlight 

yourteft’ the went on, ‘several young men, who irant 

to dnve you away from the baths, have agreed to pick a 

ouirrcl With you, and to force you into a duel 

^ The elderly lady'* voice sounded m the dmance ^ 

^Mademoiselle,^ began the 

Tts.r ^tcctf® Sad fled already, »he had beard 
the voic? of her mistrew squeaking afresh among th 

”^«^Poor eirl ! unhappiness always understands and help 
theuXppy/ R>PK«' »t himself down at 

**'T^*kcy of every science is, beyond caTiI, the 
of interrogation , we ewe most of our greatest disw 
to a lyhy^ and all the wisdom in tne world, per pt 

consists in asking ‘n every cenne^on 

on the other hand, this acquired prescience i» 

Valentin, having taken the old maid i kmdjr^*'''™ 
for the tfcxt of hii wandering thoughts, jjj-yUtrf 
deliberate promptings of philosophy, muit mo 
and wormwood , 

I It U not at all extraordinary thit a pen* ^ 
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sentlcwomin should take a fancjr to me,* said he to 
mmself. ‘I am twenty-seven years old, and I have a 
title and an income of two hundred thousand a year. 
But that her mistress, who hates water like a rabid cat— 
for It would be hard to give the palm to either in that 
matter — that her mistress should have brought her here 
m a boatl Is not that very strange and wonderful? 
Those two women came into Savoy to sleep like mar- 
mots , they ask if day has dawned at noon , and to think 
that they could get up this morning before eight o'clock, 
to take their chance in running after me I ’ 

Very soon the old maid and her elderly innocence 
became, m his eyes, a fresh manifestation of that arti- 
ficial, malicious little world It was a paltry device, 
a clumsy artifice, a piece of pnest’s or woman’s enft. 
Was the duel a myth, or did they merely want to frighten 
him? But these petty creatures, impudent and teasing 
as flies, had succeeded m wounding his vanity, in rousing 
his pnde, and exciting his cunosuy Unwilling to 
come their dupe, or to be taken for a coward, and even 
diverted perhaps by the little drama, he went to the Club 
that very evening 

He stood leaning against the maible chimncy-piece, 
and stayed there quietly in the middle of the pnnapal 
saloon, doing his best to give no one any advantage over 
him , but he scrutinised the faces about him, and gave a 
certain vague offence to those assembled, by his inspec- 
tion. Like a dog aware of his strength, he awaited the 
Mntest on his own ground, without unnecessary barking. 
Towards the end of the evening he strolled into the 
cardroom, walking between the door and another that 
opened into the billiard room, throwing a glance from 
time to time over a group of young men that had gathered 
there. He heard his name menooned aftei* a turn or 
two Although they lowered their voices, Raphael easily 
that he had become the topic of their debate, 
and he ended by catching^a phrase or two spoken aloud. 
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‘You?’ 

*Y«s, I’ 

‘ I dare you to do Jt •’ 

‘ Let us make a bet on it I* 

‘ Oh, he will do it * 

Just as Valentin, cunous to learn the matter of the 
wager, came up to pay closer attention to what they 
were saying, a tai^ strong, good looking young fellow, 
whe^ however, possessed the impertinent stare peculiar 
to people who have material force at their back, came 
out of the billiard room 

‘ I am deputed, sir,* he said coolly addressing the 
^rquis, * to make you aware of something which you 
do not seem to know , your face and person generally are 
a source of annoyance to every one here, and to me m 
particular You have too much politeness not to sacrifice 
yourself to the public good, and I beg that you will not 
show yourself in the Cfub again ’ 

‘This sort of joke has been perpetrated before, sir, in 
garnson towns at the ume of the Empire , but nowadays 
It It exceedingly bad form,’ said Raphael dnly 
‘ I am not jokme,* the young man answered , ‘ and I 
repeat it your healUi will be considerably the worse for 
a stay here , the beat and light, the air of the saloon, and 
the company are all bad for your complaint ’ 

* Where Old you study m^cme ?’ Raphael inquired 
*1 took my bachelors degree on Lepa»’s shooting- 
ground in Pans, and was made a doctor -at Ccnzier's, the 
kingof foils ' 

< There is one last degree left for you to take,’ said 
Valentini 'study the oromaty ni/es of politeness, and 
you will ^ a perfect gentleman ’ 

The young men alT came out of the b Smd room just 
then, some disposed to laugh, some silent The atten- 
tion of other players was dmwi} to the matter, they left 
their cards to svatch * quarrel that rejoiced their 
Raphael, alone among th a hostile crowd, did his 
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keep cool, and not to put himKlf in any way in the 
wrong, but bis adversary having ventured a iircasm con- 
taining an Insult couched to unusually keen language, be 
replied grave!) — 

*\Ve cannot box men’s cart, lu, in these days, but 1 
am at a loss for any word by which to stigmatise such 
cowardly behaviour as yours * 

* That ’a enough, that’s enough You can come to an 
explanation to morrow,’ several young men exclaimed, 
interposing between the two champions. 

Raphael left the room m the character of aggressor, 
after he had accepted a proposal to meet near the Chateau 
de Bordeau, in a little sloping meadow, not very far from 
the newly made road, by which the man wbo came off 
victonous could reach Lyons Raphael must now cither 
take to hii bed or leave the baths The visitors had 
gamed their point At eight o’clock next morning 
his anta^onnt, followed by two seconds and a surgeon, 
arrived itrst on tbe ground 

‘We shall do very nicely here, glorious weather for 
a duel'’ he cried gaily, looking at the blue vault of 
sky above, at the waten of rfie lake, and the rocks, 
without a single melancholy presentiment or doubt of the 
issue * If I wing him,' he went on, ‘ 1 shall send him 
to bed for a month , eh, doctor f ’ 

* At the very least,’ the surgeon replied , ‘ but let that 
willow twig alone, or you will weary your wnst, and 
then you will not fire steadily You might kill your 
man then instead of wounding nim ’ 

The noise of a carnage was heard approaching 
‘Here he is,’ said the seoands, who soon desened a 
calcche coming along the road, it was drawn by four 
horses, and there were two posabons 
j ‘ What a queer proceedingl’saidValenUn’i antagonist t 
UMe he comes post haste to be shot.' 

The slightest modent about a duel, as about a stake 
at cards, makes an impression on the minds of those 



The Agony 


263 


deeply concerned In the with a 

young man awaited the ""T jj,c road , old Jonathan 
kind of uneasiness It stopped 

bbonously descended from ‘J» ,jh hw feeble arms, 

Raphael to alight, he that a lover 

and showed him all the * became lost to sight m 
lavishes upon his mistress field 

the footpath that lay between 6 walking 

where the duel was to after The 

slowly, and did not appear aga 1 fdt deeply moved 

four onlookers at this strange specuck k ^ ^ 

tythcsighlorvaltntin al he j had the goM, 

hlvtaa watted and pale, he hmped « 

‘''.rhTn:t“lfpra5V.>-^ •» Raphael gre=t.d 

^'VTcl^-tle and 

words made the real *£^”w . ,ccrct asham^ of h‘s 
was in the wrong, and fdt in Raphaels 

hehavtott, There m>tq 

beating, ='"‘',,Ke tttot. The nneaty and con 

every one else was liKcwis 
tttamed feehng grew ‘to offer 

■There is yet ' must, or you wtU 

slight apology , and offer ■' T” deatenty, and d<j not 
,3 You rely even now on yo j| ,he 

Ihnnt fro” >" “ I Ve’iY good, “r, I >“ 

gtru?. r- 1 

LSr^yofoUh” 



The Wild Ass*s Sl»in 


164 

exercise mjr power 5 the use of it cost* me loo dear. You 
would not be the only one to die So if you refuie to 
apologise to me, no matter what your experience m murder, 
your ball will go into the waterfall there, and mine will 
*traight to your heart though I do not aim it at you ' 
voices interrupted Raphael at this pomt. 
All the time that he was speaking, the marquis had kept 
nil intolerably keen gate foied upon his antagonist , now 
be drew himself up and showed an impassive face, like 
that of a dangerous madman 

'Make him hold hii tongue,’ the young man had said 
to one of hii seconds , ‘that voice of his is tearing the 
heart out of me ’ 

‘Say no more, sir , it 11 quite useless,’ cried the seconds 
' t o * surgeon, addressing Raphael 

Gentlemen, I am fulfilling a duty Has this young 
*"7 arrangements to make f ’ 

1 hat IS enough , that will do ’ 

The marquis remained standing steadily, never for a 
moment mmg „gh, „r bit miogonitt. ebd the Uttnt 
jeomed, ike i bitd befete > mate, to be overwhelmed 
by a weU mgh magieal power. He wae compelled to 
mc1^L.tly“ bo met and iho^ed it 

to'lhe^Kcmld*^ ‘ me some water ’ heaaid again 

I Are jrou nervous ?’ 

answered ‘There tt a fascinauon about 
mat man s glowing eyes ’ 

‘Will you apologise?* 

Mt IS too late now ’ 

The two antagonists were pUced at fiftec’n paces dis- 
a brace of 

scnKctl f accorduig to the programme pre- 

how hf vras *0 fire twice when and 

^j^^^”***^* bu* after the signal had been given by 
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* Whit arc you doings Charles Z ' exclaimed the young 
man who acted as second to Raphael’s antagonist, ‘you 
aie putting in the ball before the powder I ’ 

* 2 am a dead man,' he muttered, by way of answer j 

*you have put me faang the sun ’ 

‘The sun lies behind you,' said Valentin sternly and 
solemnly, while he coolly loaded his pistol without heed- 
ing the fact that the signal had been given, or that his 
antagonist was carefully taking aim 

There was something so appalling in this supernatural 
unconcern, that it affected even the two postilions, 
brought thitber by a cruel curiosity Raphael was either 
trying hu power or pbying with it, for he talked to 
Jonaman, and looked towards him as he received his 
advenary*t fire Charles's bullet broke a branch of wil- 
low, and ricocheted over the surface of the water, 
Raphael fired at random, and shot hu antagonist through 
the heart. He did not heed the young man as he 
dropped , he hurriedly sought the Wild Ass’s Skin to see 
what another man’s life had cost him The talisman 
Was no larger than a small oak leaf. 

‘What a/e you g^pmg at, you postilions over there 2 
Let us be off,’ said the marquis. 

That same evening be crossed the French border, 
immediately set out for Auvergne, and reached the 
spnngs of Mont Dore As he travelled, there surged 
up m his heart, all at once, one of those thoughts that 
come to us as a ray of sunlight pierces through the 
thick mists m some dark valley — a sad enlighlcnment, 
a pitiless sagacity that lights up the accomplished 
bet for' us, that lays our erton bare, and leaves us 
untbout excuse in our own eyes. It suddenly struck 
him that the possession of power, no matter how enor- 
mous, did not bnng with it the knowledge how to use it. 
The sceptre » a plaything for a ch3d, an axe for a Riche- 
lieu, and for a Napoleon a lever by which to move the 
rrorld Power leaves usyint as n finds us; only 
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naturet grow greater by its means Raphael had had 
everything in his power, and he had done nothing 

At the springs of Mont Dore he came again m con- 
tact with a httle world of people, who invariably shunned 
him with the eager haste that animals display when 
scent afar off one of their own species lying dead, and 
flee away. The dislike was mutuaL Hii late adventure 
had given him a deep distaste for soacty , bis first ^e, 
consequently, was to find4 lodging at some distance 
the neighbourhood of the springs Instinctively he felt 
within him the need of close contact with nature, of 
natural emotions, and of the vccctativc life into which 
we sink so gladly among the fields 

The day after he arrived be climbed the Pic de Santr, 
not without difficulty, and visued the higher vaheys^he 
sWey nooks, undiscovered lakes, and peasants* huts about 
Mont Dore, a country whose stern and wild features 
»*e now beginning to tempt the brushes of our artists, 
for sometimes wonderfully fresh and charming views 
are to be found there, affording a strong contrast to the 
frowning brows of those lonely hills 

Barely a league from the village Raphael discovered a 
nook where nature seemed to have taken a pleasure m 
hiding away all her treasures Lke some glad and mis- 
chievous child At the first sight of this unspoiled and 
picturesque retreat, he determined to take up hu abode 
in It. There, Lfc must needs be peaceful, natural, and 
fruitful, like the life of a plant. 

Imagine for younelf an inverted cone of granite hol- 
lowed out on a large scale, a sort of basm with its sides 
divided up by queer winding paths On one side lay 
level stretches with no growth upon them, a bluish 
uniform sur^ce, over which the rays of the sun fell as 
upon a mirror , on the other lay cliffs spht open by 
fissures and frowning ravines , great blocks of lava hung 
Suspended from them, while the action of nun slowly 
prepared their impending fidl , a few stunted trees, tor- 
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crowned their summits'; and 
I ft,,*” r sheltered angle of their ramparts 

chestnut-trees grew as cedars, or some 
lata it. /t^ fcllowish rock showed the dark entrance 
br a litfl flowers and brambles, decked 

of green turf. 


At r u ‘ S«en turt. 

flte cater ^P* perhaps had been 

I^e and hrt(t»,^ volcano, lay a pool of water as 

»'’flundtKedeln*i!f** Granite boulders lay 

y«llow.fij.mj 2 vnllows, mountain-ash trees, 

»^Jt it ?^®*>*^«“nberlcss aromatic plants bloomed 
bowUn^ee" T>,e English 

‘Oeams^t trickled watered by the 

was contSw the cliffs 5 the 

pool might be sam heights above. 

» dress 1 the m;.d scalloped like the hem 

extent' *" <>' 

from „ch^o!h«^ 

wid* e^ougL fo 

Wiet 

«»umed those mS .: . ?' Antastic shapes, 
^S* fS? ‘^'"'Wanc^to dou?” J® ^‘Sh moun- 
^y*. The bare, 

2^ and barren desoUtirv^^ p!«“r5 

.v:.?:'?y '>ew of the strongly with 

*«umed,thiri^*f I were the 
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turned dull and grey Upon lie hcjghtt a drama of colour 
was always to ^ seen, a play of ever-shifting indescent 
hues like those on a pigeon’s breast 

Oftentimes at sunrise or at sunset a ray of bright sun- 
light would penetrate between two sheer surfaces of lava, 
that might have been split apart by a hatchet, to the 
very depths of that pleasant little garden, where it would 
plav m the waters of the pool, like a beam of gold*n 
hgnt which gleams through the chinks of a shutter into 
a room in Spain, that has been carefully darkened for a 
siesta When the sun rose above the old crater that 
some antediluvian revolution had filled with water, its 
rocky sides took warmer tones, the extinct volcano 
glowed again, and its sudden heat quickened the sprout- 
ing seeds and vegetation, gave colour to the flowers, and 
ripened the fruits of tlus forgotten corner of the earth 
As Raphael reached it, he nouced several cows gnxmg 
in the pasture land , and when he bad uken a few steps 
towards the water, he taw a little house built of granite 
and roofed with shingle in the spot where the meadow- 
land was at Its widest. The roof of this little cotuge 
harmonised with ever) thing about it , for it bad long been 
overgrown with ivy, moss, and flowers of no recent date 
A thin smoke, that did not scare the birds away, went 
up from th- dilapidated chimney There was a great 
bench at the door between two huge honeysuckle bushes, 
that were pink with blossom and full of scent The 
Walls could scarcely be seen for branches of vine and 
sprays of rose and jessamine that interlaced and grew 
enurely as chance and their own will bade them , for the 
inmates of the cottage seemed to pay no attention to the 
growth which adorned their house, and to take no care of 
It, IcavingVo It the fresh capricious charm ofna»ure 
Some clo\bes spread out on the gooseberry bushes were 
drying in thksun. A cat was sitting on a machine for 
stnpping he^p , beneath it lay a newly scoured brass 
caldron, among a quantity of potato-panngs On the 
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other tiJe of the house Raphael saw a sort of harneaJe 
of dead thorn-bushes, meant no doubt to keep tne 
poultry from scratchmg »p the eeaetab^s ""J PS „ " „ 
it seemed like the end of the earth The dwelling was 
like some bird’s-nest ingeniously set in a cranny ot the 
rocks a clever and at the same time a careless bit 0 
w“taLh!p A simple and kindly ^ 

about It, Its rusticitysvas genuine, butthere 

like th.; of poetry in It. for it grew > * 
thousand miles' distance from our “m,on, "t 

tional poetry. It was lite J nhanjo. 

•was a spontaneous growth,! ma p , . ^ « .-uqjj 
A s Raphael-reached •h'' ^VJhe flours of i” 
tt fromri^ht so ^ et ofTe 

plants and trees , the yeJiowisn 6 / . masses of 

4 e dtfferenr shadm of ;>>' E",,, pl,„„ w.th 

the purple-nnted b »im of h^ h^^^^ ry_ J 

either brought '"'o " ,, conttastiog shadows ) 

enchantment of the li^ f ^ ^ of water, 

and this was the JEranite peaks, and the 

wherein <b= "Sieled ® Ere^^in-g had a 

sky were all faitnmi y j j, |„f„l picture, from the 

radiance of us owit pkaclod tuft ofgtars hidden 

sparkling mica-ston t .j„,„a„„„„h its gloiy 

astray in 'b' „,„.pla„ta that hung down nrer the 
hide, the delieam w 1 „„;„|d 

P-?' ''I'nSetftere bueiing about, the roots of trees 
coloured ,bocf of bait above grotesque 

m”h"e^J ’ 

harmony for the eve the scent of the Howei^ 

Theodoor oftheKpi^^^^^.^l_^^l_ 

ard the '■"2* f ^ lb,, „ almost enjoy- 

mSl’ ^$"0^00 uignrd in majelty over these sroodi. 


which poiiibly ire unknown to the t«>collectof } but 
the barking of a couple of dog* broke the iiillness all at 
once, the cow* turned their ^ad» towards the entrana 
of the vallcT, showing tfacir tnoist nose* to Raphael, 
stared stupidly at him, and then fell to browsing anin. 
A goat and her kid, that seentcd to hang on the side of 
the crags in some magical fashion, capered and leapt to a 
slab of granue near to Raphael, and stayed there a moment, 
as if to seek to know who he was The yapping of the 
dogs brought out a plump child, who stem and 

next came a white-haired old man of middle height. 
Both of these two beings were m keeping with the 
nrroundings, the air, the flowers, and the dwelling 
Health appeared to overflow in this fertile region { old age 
and childhood thrived there There seemed to be, about 
all these types of eamence, the ftetdom and carelessness 
of the life of primiuve times, a happiness of use and wont 
that gave the lie to our philosophical platitudes, and 
wrought a cure of all its sw ellmg passions in the heart 
The old man belonged to the type of model dear to 
the masculine brush of Schneo. The countless wrinkle* 
upon his brown face looked a* if they would be hard to 
the touch , the straight nose, the prominent cheek-bone*, 
ftreaked with red veins like a vine-leaf in autumn, the 
angular features, all were characteristics of strength, even 
where strength existed no longer The hard bands, now 
that they toiled no longer, had preserved their scanty 
white hair, his bearing was that of an absolutely free 
man , it suggested the thought that, had he been an 
Italian, he would have perhaps turned brigand, for the 
love of the liberty to dear to him The child ♦ as a 
regular mountaineer, with the black eyes that can face the 
sun without flinching, a deeply tanned complexion, and 
rough brown hair bit* morements were like a bird’s — 
swift, decided, and unconstrained, his clothing was 
> the white, fiiir skin showed through the rents In 
hv* garraenu There th^ both stood m silence, side by 
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iidc, both obeying the same impulse, 
clmr tokens of an absolutely identical and idle ble 1 ne 
oir^n had adopted tbe'chnds -rr'^nr tee 
child had ftllen m with the old mans hu^™'- , 

was a sort of tacit agreement 

feebleness, between failing ,mwers well nigh spent an 
powers just about to unfold themselves 

general »PP“7“. ^ .hLugh eSodimen. of 

b’2e",^lth" d w:rLg ways, ul tbnlb. ignomnee. 
and heartiness all met in her ^ 

She Ste'ted Raphael dJi^y^^S^j s.tona bench 
dogs followed his mother about wherever 

r wen,: iismmfg wSiu, saying a word, and stanng a, 

“'.SK "« W“e Wt the 

■Wbatshould wete^radoMirr ^ 
door "ho ever eou^ ^.^l^^ ,,,, ,l,e 

afraid at all And die house, ■wbar 

Hd’thwves eomyo , ,he smofce- 

She draigoald bnlhant pictures m blue, red, 

blackened wJls, wnh so , Crucifixion, and the 

and green, an t . j Guard " for thetr wie erna- 
“Grenadier? of „d there, the old wooden 

'’’,iJ“,mrThe rSle -irh crSiked legs, a few 
four post held the bread, the flitch that hung 

itools.^e ch” of*aIt,a store, and on the tnantd- 

from tbe J . jj ^ plaster figures. As he 

t'ntSu^Tg.."'' -"half-way up A. 
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I a boe, laj watching the house with 


cnp, leaning « 
interest. 

‘That’s my man, sir,* said the Aurergnate, uncon- 
sciously smiling m peasant fashion ( ’he 11 at voik up 
there ’ 

‘ An^ that old man it your father t ’ 

‘ Asking your pardon, sir, he tt my man's grandfather. 
Such as you sec him, he it a hundred and two, and yet 
quite lately he walked orer to Clermont with our little 
chap On, he has been a strong min m his time , but 
he docs nothing now but sleep and eat and dnnk He 
amuses himsel? with the little fellow Sometimes the 
child traib him up the hillsides, and he wHl just go 
up there along with him 

Valentin made up his mind immediately He would 
lire between this ^itd and old man, breathe the same 
air, cat their bread, dnnk the same skater, sleep mth them, 
make the blood in his veins like tbeitv It was a dying 
mans fancy hor him the prime model, after which the 
««om^ existence of the individual should be shaped, 
lae real formula for the life of a human being, the only 
true and possible life, the life ideal, was to become one of 
tnc oysters adhwing to this rock, to save bis shell a day 
^ P*™Jy»ng the power of death One 

profrondly self sh thought took possession of him, and the 
w ole universe was swallowed up and lost in it. For 
im the universe existed no longer , the whole world had 
TOme to w within himself For the sick, the world 
begins at their pillow and ends at the fool of the bed , and 
was Raphael $ sickbed 

ho has not, at some time or other in his life, watched 
the commM wd goings of an ant, slipped straws into 
yellow slug s one breathing hole, studied the vaganes 
a slender dragon By, pondered adminnely over the 
Uess veins m an oak leaf, that bnng the coloun of 
1 Gothic cathedra] into contrast 

wjth the reddish background t Who has not looked long 
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In ddight at tie effecta of ant. and ram on a roof of 

brown ttlea, at the dewdropa, or at the 

petals of the llower-enpa I Who has not sunk mtotheae 

idle, absorbing meditations on things without, 

no eonseious end, yet lead to aome definite thajht at 

Uat I Who, in short, has not led a Uay 1*. >" 
ehildhood, the life of the “"S' "’'t”",' .‘’I’,!, , “ I 
This life withoiita cate or a wish, Raphael f" 
days' space. He felt a distmct ■'"P™""’'"' .'"k,, * ‘ " 
dition, a wonderful sense of ease, that quieted his appre 

hensions and soothed hn siiffenrgs hirsh 

He would elimb the erags, anif then 
up on some peak whence he could sec a ,yhoIc 

of distant country at a glance, and he would spend whote 
daysfn this wa), Uke a plant m the sun, " > J""" 
form And at Ust, growmg familiar with 'h' W 
antes of the plant-life about him, and of the 
the sky, he minutely noted the r^'^m ,hl 

working around him in the wamr, on the , 
air. fle tned to share the secret ,".”'"'3 

sought by passive obedience to 

to he within the coniervatire and dcspo 1 j,pg 

that regulates instincovc existence He no long 

to itcer h» own course - - „ the 

Just as cnminals m olden times w shadow 

SS ."Stnayrnd hTS -S?h: 

air, and had dwelt in etrery ove plant, 

had learned th^ ways and habits of gro their beds, ana 
had studied the laws of the at I„t jo perfectly 

had come to know the animab , ^ j sort 

at one with this teeming ^th, that ^ naa . 

discerned its mystcncs wd evcrr^natural kingaom 

The infinitely varied forms of every natural a. g 
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were, to his thinking, onij developraents ot one and the 
same substance, different combinations brought about by 
the Mmc impulse, endless emaiuuons from a measureless 
Being which was aching, thinking, moving, and growing, 
and m harmony with which he longed to grow, to move, 
to think, and act He had fancifully blended his life with 
the life of the crags he had deliberately planted himself 
there During the earliest days of his soioum in these 
pleasant surroundings, Valentin tasted all the pleasures of 
childhood again, thanks to the strange hallucination of 
apparent convalescence, which is not unlike the pauses of 
delinum that nature mercifully provides for those in pain 
He went about making tnflmg discoveries, setting to 
work on endless things, and fini5iing none of them , the 
evening’s plans were quite forgotten m the morning , he 
had no cares, he was happy , he thought himself saved 
One morning he had lam m bed till noon, deep m the 
dreams between sleep and waking, which give to realities 
t fantastic appearance, and make the wildest fancies seem 
solid facts, while he was still uncertain that be was not 
dreaming yet, he suddenly heard his hostess giving a 
report of his health to Toiuthan, for the first time. 
Jonathan came to inquire after him daily , and the 
Auvergnate, thinking no doubt that Valentin was still 
asleep, had not lowered the tones of a voice developed In 
mountain air 

‘ No better and no worse,’ she said ‘ He coughed all 
last night again fit to kill himself Poor gentleman, he 
coughs and spits till it is piteous. My husband and I 
ofeen wonder to each other where be gets the sttength 
from to cough like that It goes to your heart What 
a cursed complaint it is I He has no strength at all I 
am always afraid I shall find him dead In hii bed some 
morning He is every bit as pale as a waxen Christ. 
Oamil I watch him while he dresses , his poor body it 
as thm as a nail And he does not feci well now , but no 
nutter It’s all the same, he wean himself out with 
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running ibout t3 iF he had health and to spare All the 
same, he is very brave, for he never compUms at all 
But really he would be better under the earth than on it, 
for he IS enduring the agonies of Cbnst I don’t wish 
that myself, sir , it is quite against our interests j but even 
if he didn’t pay us what he wet, I should be just as fond 
of him , It IS not our own interest that is our motive * 

* Ah, mon Dieu f ’ she continued, * Pans ans are the 
people for these dogs* diseases Where did he catch ir, 
now f Poor young man 1 And he is so sure that he is 
going to get well I That fever just gnaws him, you 
Know { It eats him away , it wiU ^ the death of him 
He has no notion whatever of that ( he docs not know it, 
sir , he sees nothings— You musin t cry about him, M 
Jonathan , you must remember that he will be happy, ard 
Will not suiter any more You ought to make a nervessu 
for him { I hare seen wonderful cure* come of x rune 
days* prayer, and I would gladly pay for * wax taper to 
save sucD x gentle creaturi^ so good he 11 ^ a jiaschal 
lamb " "" " " * 

As RaphaePs voice had grown too weak to allow him 
to make himself heard, he was compelled to listen to 
this homble loquaatr Ht* irritation, however, drove 
him out of beJ at length, and he appeared upon the 
thicihold 

* Old fcoundrtll' be sbourrd ro Jo/athani ‘do you 
mean to put me to death ^ * 

The peasant woman took him for a ghost, and fled 

* 1 forbid you to bare any anxiety whatever about my 
health,* Raphael went on. 

* ^ es, my Ixird Marquu,* said the old lerrant, wiping 
asny hti tean 

‘And for the Aitere you had very much better not 
come here withe«.t mv oraer*.’ 

Jonathan meant to be obed ent, but n tfce look full of 
pitT and devotion that he gate tie marquis before he 
went, Raphael rod hi* osra death warrant. Unnljr 
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diihcsrtenej, brought all at once to a seme of his real 
position, Yalentm sat down on the thresholi locked 
his arms across his chest, and bowed hii head Jonathan 
turned to his master in alarm, with ‘ Mr lord ' " * 

' Go awa}r, go awajr,’ cried the tnrali j 
In the hours of the next morning, Raphael climbed 
the crags, and sat down in a mossy cleft in the rocks, 
whence he could tee the narrow path along which the 
water for the diaellmg was cairied At the base of the 
hiU he saw Jonathan in convenation with the Auvergnate 
Some maliaous power interpreted for him all the woman's 
head shakings, melancholy gestures, and garrulous fore- 
bodings, and filed the brecrc and the silence srttb her 
ominous words Thrilled with horror, he took refuge 
among the highest tutnmut of the mountains, and stayed 
there till the evening , but yet he could not drive away 
the gloomy presentiments awakened within him in such an 
unfortunate manner by a cruel solicitude on his account 
The Auvergne peasant herself suddenly appeared before 
him like a shadow in the dusk , a perverse freak of the 
wxt Within him found a vague resemblance between her 
black and white striped petticoat and the bony frame of 
a spectre 

*Thc damp is falling now, sir,’ said she * If you stop 
out there, you will go off just like rotten fruit Yon 
must come in It isn t healthy to breathe the damp, and 
you have taken nothing since the morning, besides ’ 

‘ Trmirrrr d# f oH wucb,' be cried , * let me live 
after my own fashion, 1 tell you, or 1 shall be off 
altogether It is quite bad enough to dig mj grave 
every mornmg , you might let it alone in the evenmgs at 
least * 

‘Your grave, sirl I dig your grave! — and where 
may your grave be f 1 want to see you as old as father 
wre, and not in your gnve by any manner of means. , 
The grave I that comes soon enough for us all , in the 
grave ’ 
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* That IS enough,’ said Raphael 

* Take my arm, sir ’ 

‘No’ 

The feeling of pity in others is very difficult for a man 
to bear, and it is hardest of aU when the pity is deserved 
Hatred is a tome — it quickens life and stimulates revenge , 
but pi^ IS death to us — it makes our weakness ueaker 
stiU It IS as if distress simpered ingratiatingly at us , con 
tempt lurks in the tenderness, or tenderness in an affiront 
In the centenarian Raphael saw triumphant pity, a won 
denng pity in the child $ eyes, an officious pity in the 
woman, and in her husband a pity that had an interested 
motive , but no matter how the sentiment declared itself, 
death vras always its import. 

A poet makes a poem of everything, it is tragical or 
loyful, as things happen to strike his imagination , his 
lofty soul rejects all half tones , he always prefers vivid 
and decided colours In Raphael s sou) this compassion 
produced a terrible poem of mourning and melancholy 
When he had wished to live in close contact with nature, 
he had of course forgotten how freely natural emotions 
are expressed He would think himself quite alone under 
a tree, whilst he struggled with an obstinate coughing fit, 
a terrible combat from which he never issued victorious 
without utter exhaustion afterwards , and then he would 
oieet the clear, bright eyes of the little boy, who occupied 
the post of sentin^ like a savage in a bent of grass , tbe 
eyes scrutinised him with a childish wonder, in which 
there was as much amusement as pleasure, and an in* 
describable mixture of indifTerence and interest The 
awful Brethtr, jcu mutt dtt^ of the Trappists seemed con- 
stantly legible m the eyes of the peasants with whom 
Raphael was living , he scarcely knew which he dreaded 
mo5t^ tbeif unfettered talk or their silence, iJieir presence 
became torture 

One morning he saw two men in black prowling about 
in bis neighbourhood, who furtively studed him and 
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duheartened, brought all at once to a sense of his real 
potinony Valcntm sat down on the threshold, locked 
his arms across his chest, and bowed his head Jonathan 

turned to his master m alarm, with * My lord ' 

* Go away, go away,’ cried the invalid 
In the hours of the neat morning, Raphael climbed 
the crags, and sat down in a mossy cleft in the rocks, 
whence he could sec the narrow path along which the 
water for the dwelling was carried At the base of the 
hd! he saw Jonathan in convenation with the Auvergnate 
Some malicious power interpreted for him all the woman s 
head shakings, melancholy gestures, and garrulous fore- 
bodings, and filled the breeze and the silence with her 
ominous words Thrilled with horror, he took refuge 
among the highest summits of the mountains, and stajed 
there till the evening , but yet he could not drive away 
the gloomy presentiments awakened within him in such an 
unfortunate manner by a cruel solicitude on bis account 

The Auvergne peasant herself suddenly appeared before 
him like a shadow m the dusk , a perverse freak of the 
poet within him found a vague resemblance between her 
black and wh te striped petticoat and the bony frame of 
a spectre 

' The damp is falling now, sir,’ said she ‘ If you stop 
out there, you will go off just like rotten fruit You 
must come in It isn t healthy to breathe the damp, and 
you have taken noth ng since the morning, besides ’ 

‘ Ttnntrrt dt Dttu ' old witch,* be cried , * let me live 
after my own fashion, 1 tell you, or 1 shall be off 
altogether It is quite bad enough to dig my grave 
every morning , you might let it alone in the evenuigs at 
least ’ 

‘Your grave, nr I I dig your grave! — and where 
may your grave be f I want to see you as old as father 
^er^ and not in your grave by any manner of means. , 
The grave I that comes soon enough for iis all , in the 
Fare-—.’ 
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*That IS enough,’ S3 k] Raphael 

* Take my arm, sjr/ 

* No ’ 

The feeling of pity in others is very difficult for a man 
to bear, and it is hardest of all when the pity is deserved 
Hatred is a tomc-->it quickens life and stimulates rei enge , 
but pi^ IS death to us-^-it makes our weakness weaker 
still. It IS as if distress simpered ingratiatingly at us , con- 
tempt lurks m the tendern^ or tenderness m an affiront 
In the centenarian Raphael saw triumphant pity, a won- 
dering pity m the child’s eyes, an officious pity m the 
woman, and in her husband a pity that had an interested 
motive , but no matter how the sentiment declared itself, 
death was always us import 

A poet makes a poem of everything , it is tragical or 
loyful, as things happen to strike his imagination, his 
louy soul rejects all half-tones; he always prefers vivid 
ana decided colours. In Raphael’s soul this compassion 
produced a terrible poem of mourning and melancholy, 
when he had wished to live m close contact with nature, 
he had of course forgotten how freely natunl emotions 
are expressed He would think himself quite alone under 
a tree, whilst he struggled with an obstinate coughing fit, 
a terrible combat from which he never issued victorious 
without utter exhaustion afterwards , and then he would 
meet the clear, bright eyes of the little boy, who occupied 
the post of sentin^, like a savage in a bent of grass , the 
eyes scrutinised him with a Wildish wonder, m which 
there was as much amusement as pleasure and an in- 
describable mixture of indifTercnce and interest. The 
awful Breshtr^ yeu muit dtt^ of the Trappists seemed con- 
stantly legible in the eyes of the peasants with whom 
Raphael was Jiving, be scarcely knew which he dreaded 
most, their unfetter^ ulk or their silence , their presence 
became torture. 

One morning he saw two men in black prowling about 
in his neighbourhood, who furtively studied him and 
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took observations They made as though 
come there for a stroll, and asked him a few indiiFcrent 
questions, to which he returned short answers. He recog- 
nised them both One was the cure and the other the 
doctor at the sprmgs , Jonathan had no doubt sent them, 
or the people in the house had called them in, or the 
scent of an approaching death had drawn them thither 
He beheld his own funeral, beard the chanting of the 
priests, and counted the tall wax candles , and all that 
lovely fertile nature around him, in whose lap he bad 
thought to find life once more, he saw no longer, save 
through a veil of crape Everything that but lately bad 
spoken of length of days to him, now prophesied a speedy 
end He set out the next day for Pans, not before he 
had been inundated with cordul wishes, which the people 
of the house uttered in mebneholy and wistful tones for 
hu benefit. 

He travelled through the night, and awoke as they 
passed through one of the pleasant valleys of the Bour- 
bonnais View after view swam before bis ga*e, and 
passed rapidly away like the vague pictures of a dream 
Cruel nature spread herself out before his eyes with 
tantalising grace. Sometimes the Allier, a liquid shining 
nband, meandered through the disunt fertile landscape , 
then followed the steeples of hamlets, hiding modestly in 
the depths of a ravine with its yeUow cliffs { sometimes, 
after the monotony of vmeyards, the water mills of > 
little valley would be suddenly seen , and everywhere there 
were pleasant chateaux, btllside viUages, roaus with their 
fnnges of oueenly poplars , and the Loire itself, at last, 
with Its wide sheets of water sparkling like diamonds amid 
itt golden sands Attractions everywhere, without end ! 
Thu nature, all astir with a life and gbdness like that of 
childhood, scarcely able to contain th^e impulses and sap 
of June, possessed a fatal attraction for the darkened gate 
of the invalid He drew tfie blinds of his carnage 
Windows, and betook himself a^in to slumber 
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■ TowarJs evening, after they had 9?"^ 

awakened by hyely music, and found 
with a v.Ua|e ftir The horses were 
market-place Whilst the postilions ssjre 
nuking the transfer, he saw the 

pretty and attractive girls with flowers aiwut th i ^ 
youds, and finally the jolly wine-flushed j 

old peasants. Children pratded, old women laughed »d 
chatted , everything spoke in one voice, and there wu a 
holiday gaiety^about everything, down to 
and tieTablSs that were set our A cheerful ^mssion 
pervaded the square and the church J”” 
windows , even the very doorways of the villag 
likewise to be in holiiJay tnm nor 

Raphael could not tiptess ^ “"S'!, f f’X 1°”’ 

yet a wish to silence the Mdles, annihilate the stir ^d 

bustle, stop the clamour, and dispets the 

festival, like a dying ‘5 

slighteit sound, and b« entered hit carnal wmJow 
Vi^en he looked out upon the square “‘"'‘“S 

he saw that aU the happiness w« were 

peasant women were in flight, and th n- . ■ 

deserted. Onlj a Hind ■"“"lan, on the scaffolding H 

the orchestra, went on playing a »hn 
clanonette That piping of h>s, wi ^ j„urof ihelimc- 
and the solitary old man himseV, in the j 

tree, with his curmudgeon's fice, 

clothing, was like a fantastic ° ^u^was one of 

The heavy ram ts as pouring in ‘o'”"** ? „ „pidly, 

those thunderstorms that June bnng natural, that, 
to cease as suddenly The clouds 

when Raphael had looked think of looking 

dnren over by a gust of wind, he di ot ^ 
at the piece of skin He lay “Ok g „ ^ ,t, 

»f hit carnage, which was very s 

'"■the next dxy found him buck m hit home sgsm, m 
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tooV observations. They made u though they 
come there for a stroll, and asked him a few indirTcrent 
questions, to which he returned short answers. He recog* 
nised them both One was the cure and the other the 
doctor at the spnngs , Jonathan had no doubt sent them, 
or the people in the house had called them in, or the 
scent of an approaching death had draw n them thither 
He beheld his own funeral, heard the chanting of the 
priests, and counted the tall wax candles , and all that 
lovely fertile nature around him, in whose lap he had 
thought to find life once more, he saw no longer, sate 
through a veil of crape Everything that but lately had 
spoken of length of days to him, now prophesied a speedy 
end He set out the next das for Pans, not before he 
bad been inundated with cordui wishes, which the people 
of the house uttered m melancholy and wistful tones for 
his benefit. 

He travelled through the night, and awoke as they 
passed through one of the pleasant valleys of the Bour- 
bonnaii View after view swam before his gate, and 
passed rapidly away like the vague pictures of a dream. 
Cruel nature spread herself out before his eyes with 
tantalising grace. Sometimes the AUicr, a liquid shming 
riband, meandered through the distant fertile landscape ; 
then followed the steeples of hamlets, hiding modestly in 
the depths of a ravine with its yellow cliffs , sometimes, 
after the monotony of vineyards, the water mills of a 
little valley would be suddenly seen , and everywhere there 
were pleasant chateaux, hillside villages, roaos with their 
fringes of queenly poplars , and the Loire itself, at hst, 
with Its wide sheets of water sparkling like dumonds amid 
its golden sands Attractions everywhere, without end I 
This nature, all astir with a life and gladness like that of 
childhood, scarcely able to contain the impulses and sap 
of June, possessed a fatal attraction for the darkened gaic 
of the invalid He drew the blinds of his carnage 
Windows, and betook himself agvn to slumber 
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Towjrdi evening, efter they htd pjited 
tlnkened by lively mnnc, end found h'nnelf eo"^" 

vvith . viUe^ for The horn:. «cre ''■‘"E''* 
merket piece Whil.t the pMtilioni were “ 

nuking the mnsfer, he Bw the re»r''J“';"E % 

ptettylid ettrective girh « ith Boiveii ebout ‘hem, “Oted 
youths, end finelly the jolly vvine-aothed ‘’i 

ild pemnts. Children ptetded, old 
ehetted, everything ipoke in o”' 

hohdey giiet) ebout everythtng, down to 'hf' ^"8 
end the tebles thet were set out A eheertul ^ 
perveded the sguere end the church, the end 

windows, even the secy doorweys of the viUege seemed 
likewise to be in hoi «5a) tnm nnr 

Repheel could not repress eji ""lO "°j 

newish to tdenec the “ddles, ennlhilete the sir end 
bustle, stop the clemour, end disperse 
festlvel, Uke e dying men, he felt uneble "> '"“ure t^ 
slightest sound, end he entered his eernege much ^o^^ 
v/hen he looked out upon the squsre 
he tew thet .11 the hepptnes. wu ''"'d »w«y 
peesent women were in flight, end th 
deserted Only e bitnd musieien, on the sceffoldiiig o 
the orehestre/went on plev.ng e 5““ 

elerionette Vhet piping of hit, 

end the solitsry old men himself, in the shed . „„cd 

tree, w.th hi. eurmudgeon . feee, "S 

cloOiing, wes like e f.nte.tie picture of Reph.el s w, 
The hlevy rein wes pouring tn •‘’"'"'’f renidly, 

those thunderstorms thet June brings ,y„i thet, 

to eeese s. suddenly The thing wes 
when Repheel hed looked out end •«" 
drtrenover by e gust of wind I 'did not think 
st the piece of skin He ley beck g 
of hi. betriege, which wes very soon rolhng upon 

’"^■he neet dey found h.m heck in hi. home egein. m 
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his own room, beside his own fireside. He had had a 
large fire lighted , he felt cold. Jonathan brought him 
some letters , they were all from Pauline. He opened 
the first one without any eagerness, and unfolded it as if it 
had been the grey-paper form of application for taxes made 
by the revenue collectar. He read the first sentence; — 
‘Gone! This really ts a flight, ray Raphael. How 
IS It i No one can tell cne where you are. And who 
should know if not I ? ’ 

He did not wish to learn an^ more. He calmly took 
up the letters and threw them in the fire, watching with 
dull and lifeless eyes the perfumed paper as it was twisted, 
shrivelled, bent, and devoured by the capricious flames. 
Fragments that fell among the ashes allowed him to see 
the Kginning of a sentence, or a half-burnt thought or 
word , he took a pleasure in deciphering them— a sort 
of meehanieal amusement. 

‘Sitting at your door— «xpeaed— Caprice— I obey— 
Rivals— r, never!— thy Pauline— love— no more of 
Pauline 1— If you had wished to leave me for ever, you 
would not have deserted me— Love eternal— To die— * 
The words caused him a sort of remorse ; he seized 
the tongs, and rescued a last fragment of the letter from 
the flames 

*I have murmured,’ so Pauline wrote, ‘but I have 
never complained, my Raphael • If you have left me 
to far behind Tou, it was doubtless because you wished 

^'de some heavy gnef from me. Perhaps you will 
kill me one of these days, but you are too good to 
^nure me. So do not go away from me like this. 
There 1 I can bear the worst of torment, if only I am 
at your side. Any grief that you could cause me would 
not be gnef. There is far more love in my heart for 
you than I have ever yet shown you. I can endure 
anything, except this weeping far away from you, this 
Ignorance of your ‘ 

Raphael laid the scorched tenp on the mantd-picce, 



28 i 


The Agony 

then all at once he flung it into the Are The hit of 
pap^r was too clearly a symbol of his own love and 
luckless existence. 

* Go and find M Bianchon,’ he told Jonathan 

Horace came and found Raphael m bed 

*Can you prescribe a draught for me— some mild 
opiate which will always keep me in a somnolent con- 
dition, a draught that will not be injurious although 
taken constantly ’ 

* Nothing IS easier,’ the young doctor replied, ^hut 
you will have to keep on your feet for a few hours daily, 
at any rate, so as to take your food ’ 

* A few hours 1 ’ Raphael broke in , 'no, no * I only 
wish to be out of bed for an hour at most ’ 

' What IS your object ? * inquired Biancion 

'To sleep, for so one keeps alive, at any rate,* the 
natient answered ’Let no one come in, not even 
Mile Paulme de Vtesebnau I ’ he added to Jonathan, as 
the doctor was wriung out his prescription 

‘Well, M Horace, is there any hope?* the old 
servant asked, going as far as the flight of steps before 
the door, with the young doctor 

*He may live for some time yet, or he may die 
to night The chances of life and death are evenly 
balanced in his case 1 can’t understand it at all,* said 
the doctor, with a doubtful gesture 'Hr* mind ought 
to be diverted * 

^Diverted! Ah, sir, you don’t know him ! He killed 
a man the other day without a word ' — Nothing can 
divert him * ’ 

For some days Raphael lay plunged in the torpor of 
this artificial sleep Thanks to the material power that 
opium exerts over the immatenal part of us, this man 
with the powerful and active imagination reduced 
himself to the level of those sluggish forms of animal 
life that lurk m the depths of forests, and take the form 
of vegetable refuse, never samng from their place to 
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their ctsy pre^« 2}e, hai! darkened the rerr *us 
in heaven, the daylight never entered hu room About 
ei|ht o’clock in the evening he would leave bu bed, 
with no verf clear conscioutncss of bis own existence, 
he would satisfy the claims of hunger and return to bed 
immedutelj One dull blighted hour after another 
onfy hrougbc confused pictures and appearances before 
him, and lights and shadows against a background of 
darkness He lay buned in deep silence , movement 
and intelligence were completely annihilated for him 
He woke Utet than usual one evening, and found that 
his dinner was not ready He rang for Jonathan 

* You can go,* he said * I have made you rich ; you 
shall be happy in Vour old age , but 1 wnlj not let you 
muddle away my life any longer Miserable wretch ! 
1 am hungry —where ts my dinner 1 How is itl— 
Answer me *' 

A lacisfied smile stole over Jonathan’s fice He took 
a candV that lit up the great. dark rooms of the mansion 
with us fiickenng lights brought his master, who had 
again become an automaton, into a great gallery, and 
flung a door suddenly open Raphael was all at once 
daz^ed by a flood of light and amazed by an unheard ol 
scene 

His chandeliers had been filled with wax lights , the 
rarest flowers from bn conservatory were carefully 
arranged about the room} tbe table sparkled with 
Sliver, gold, crystal, and porcelain , a royal banquet was 
spread — the oooun of the tempting dishes tickled the 
nervous fibres of the palate There sat his fnends , be 
saw them among beautiful women m full evening dress, 
with bate necks and shoulders, with flowers in their 
hair , Air women of every type, with sparkling eves, 
attractively and AncjfuUv arrayed One had adoptcu an 
Insh jacket, which displayed the alluring outlines of her 
form} one wore the *basquina’ of Andalusia, with its 
wanton grace, here was a half-clad Dian the huntress. 
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litre the costume of Mile Jc h Villiere, emoroui and 
coy, and all of them aliic were giaen up to me 
wtoxicaaon of the moment. 

A* Raphael’i death-pale face fhowed itself m the 
doorway, a sudden outcry broke out, as vehcmcn^s t c 
blaze of this improvised banquet The s oices, perfume^ 
and lights, the exquisite beauty of the women, produced 
their effect upon his tenses, and awakened his desucs. 
Delightful music, from unseen players m the next room, 
drowned the excited tumult in a torrent of harmony 
the whole strange vision was complete 

Raphael felt a caressing pressure of his own band, a 
woman’s white, youthful arms were stretched out o 
grasp him, and the hand was Aquilina’s He ^ew now 
that this scene was not a fentastic illusion hke the flectine 
pictures of bis disordered dreams, he uttered a dreadtul 
cry, slammed the door, and dealt bis heartbroken old 
servant a blow m the face , , 

‘Monster • ’ he cned, *so you have sworn to kill me t 
and trembling at the risks he bad lust now run, he 
summoned all his energies, reached his room, took a 
powerful sleeping draught, and went to bed 

‘The devil I' cned Jonathan, recovering himseU 
‘And M Bianchoii most certainly told me to divert his 
mind ’ _ , ^ 

It was close upon midnight By that time, owing to 
one of those physical capnccs that arc the marvel and the 
despair of science, Raphael, ih his slumber, became racist 
with beauty A bnght colour glowed on his pale Meeks 
There was an almost girlish grace about the forehead in 
whidi his genius was revealed Lift seemed to bloom on 
the quiet face that lay there at rest. His sleep was 
sound , a light, even breath was drawn m between the red 
bps , he was smiling — he had passed no doubt through the 
eate of dreams into a noble life Was be a centenanan 
now t Did his grandchndren come to wish him length 
of ^ys ? Or, on a rusuc bench set in the sun and under ^ 
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the trees, was he scanning like the prophet on the 
mountain heights, a promised land, a time of 

blessings 

‘ Here you arc ! ’ 

The words, uttered in silrer tones, dispelled the 
shadowy faces of hi$ dreams He saw Pauline, in the 
lamplight, sitting upon the bed, Pauline grown ftircr 
yet through sorrow and separation. Raphael remained 
bewildered by the sight of her lace, white as the petals 
of some water flower, and the shadow of her long, dark 
hair about it seemed to make it whiter stiU Her tears 
had left a gleaming trace upon her cheeks, and bung 
there yet, ready to fall at the least movement She 
looked like an angel fallen from the skies, or a spirit that 
a breath might waft away, as she sat there all m white, 
with her head bowed, scarcely creasing the quilt beneath 
her weight 

Ah, I have forgotten everything ! ' the cned, as 
Raphael opened his eyes * I have no voice left except to 
tell you, “I am yours " There is nothing in my heart 
but love Angel of my life, you have never been so 

beautiful before ' Your eyes are blazing But come, 

1 can guess it all You have been m Karch of health 
without me { rou were afraid of me well ’ 

‘ Go * go I leave me,’ Raphael muttered at last * Why 
do you not go ? If you stay, I shall die. Do you want 
to sec me die f * 

‘ Die ? ’ she echoed * Can you die without me ? Die? 
But you are young , and I love you 1 Die 1 ’ she asked, 
in a deep, hollow voice She seized bis bands with a 
frenzied movement *Cold!* she wailed. ‘It it all 
an illusion?’ 

Raphael drew the little tut of skin from under his 
pillow , It was as tiny and as fragile as a periwinkle petal 
He showed it to her 

‘ Pauline ! ' he said, ‘ fair image of my fair life, let us 
say good-bye ’ 
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with the horror of despur » yet u her exceeding bcaurt 
met Raphael's intoxicated eyes, his delinum grew He 
sprang towards her like a bird of prey, tore away the 
shawl, and tried to take her m his arms. 

The dying man sought for words to express the wish 
that was consuming his strength , but no sounds would 
come except the choking death rattle m his chest Each 
breath he drew sounded hoUower than the last, and seemed 
to come from his very entrails. At the last moment, no 
longer able to utter a sound, be set his teeth in Pauline’s 
breast Jonathan appeared, temfied by the cries he had 
heard, and tried to tear away the dead body from 
the grasp of the girl who was crouching with it m a 
comer 

* What do you want ? ’ she asked ‘ He is mint I have 
killed him Did I not foresee how it would be 1 


EPILOGUE 

* And what became of Pauline f * 

• Pauline t Ah 1 Do you sometimes spend a pleasant 
winter evening by your own fireside, and give yourself up 
luxuriously to memories of love or youth, while you 
watch the glow of the fire where ibe logs of oak are 
burning J Here, the fire outlines a sort of chessboard m 
red squares, there it has a sheen like velvet / little blue 
flames start up and flicker and play about in the glowing 
depths of the brasier A mystenous artist comes and 
adapts that flame to his own ends , by a secret of his own 
he draws a visionarr ftce in the midst of those flaming 
ylolet and enmson hues, a ftce with unimaginable delicate 
outlines, a fleeting appantum which no chance will ever 
bring hack again It is a woman's face, her hair is blown 
bsck by the wind, her fianires speak of a rapture of 
delight^ breathes fire m the midst of the fire She 
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ttnilcs, she dies, you snll never see her *ny more Fare- 
well, flower of the flame * Farewell, essence incomplete 
and unforeseen, come too early or too late to make the 
spark of some glorious diamond ' 

‘But, Pauline?’ 

‘You do not see, then? I will begin again Make 
way I make way I She comes, she is here, the queen of 
illusions, a woman fleeting as a kiss, a woman bnght 
as lightning, issuing tn a blaze like lightning from 
the sky, a being uncreated, of spirit and love alone 
She has wrapped her shadowy form in flame, or 
perhaps the flame betokens that she exists but for a 
moment The pure outlines of her shape tell you that 
she comes from heaven Is she not radiant as an 
angel? Can you not hear the beating of her wings m 
space? She sinks down beside }ou more lightly than a 
bird, and you are entranced by her awful eyes, tnere is a 
fiusial power m her light breathing that draws your lips 
to hers $ she flies and you fellow , you feel toe earth 
beneath you no longer. If you could but once touch that 
form of snow with your eager, deluded bands, once twin* 
the golden hair round your fingers, place one kiss on 
those shining eyes * There is an intoxicating vapour 
around, and the spell of a siren music is upon you Every 
nerve m you is quivenng , you are filled with pain and 
longing O joy for which there is no name I You 
have touched the woman’s lips, and you are wakened at 
once by a hornble pang Ob I ah 1 yes, you hare struck 
your head against the corner of the bedpost, you have 
been clasping us brown maht^any sides, and chilly gilt 
ornaments { embracing a piece of metal, a brazen Cupid.’ 

* But how about Paiuine, sir I * 

‘What, again? Listen One lovefy morning at 
Tours a young man, who held the hand of a pretty 
woman in his, went on board the yiDt fAiitrt Thus 
united they both looked and wondered long at a white 
form that rose elusively out of the mists above the broad 



